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CANTO I 


Tis eve ascending high, the ocean storm 
Spreads in dark volumes his portentous form ; 
His hollow breezes, bursting* from^be clouds. 
Distend the sail, and whistle through the shrouds. 
Housed by the note oi elemental strife, 

The swelling waters tremble into life , 

Lo 1 through the tumult of the dashing spray, 
The storm beat vessel labour^ on her way. 

With bending mast, rent sad, and straining ^des, 
High on the foaming precipice she lides, 

Then reeling onward with descending prow, 

In giddy sweep, glides to the gulf below ; 

Her fragile fhrm conflioting billoWs rock, 

Her tunbers echo to the frequent shock, 
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W hile bursting o'er the deck, each roaring wave 
Ihars some new victim to a hideous giave 
Tlic voice of thunder ndes upon tht blast, 

And the blue death fire plays around the mast 
Uencdth the ))ennon of a riven sail, 

That vessel drives, abandoned to the gale 
Aboic, more darkly frowns tht biow of night, 
Beniath, the waters glow more furcely bright, 
Ploughinc: i track of mingled foam and fire, 

1 a‘'t flits the ship before the ltmptst*« irc, 

M hile icelmg to and fro the hapless crtw 
(iizeon the wild abyss, and shudder at the view 

Die 1(1 was the night bu» oh I how doubly diead 
/ h it scene, disphyed through moinin^S dusky red 
I heit where her headlong com sc the vessel bends, 
One rugged line of fiownmg rocks asands, 
fn giant licudil, magnificently steep, 

They leu llieir towerftg foims ‘ibovclhc deep 
W il 1 nid fmtastic, bleak and black they rise. 

And pile their mighty masses to the skn s 
No friendly port that awful wall divides, 

But one impervious bulwark spuius the tides 

lo heap new horrors on the yawning grave, 

A bounding iceberg glitters on the wave 
In vvild dismay the mimic town they near, 

Where lofly spires and pinnacles appear , 

High and majestic gleams tls snow-capped head, 
And wide beneath the mam Us fatal base is spread* 



Retiring at the glance of cheerful day, 

Far to the west the tetnj^st rolls away, 

Yet, with faint hands and sinking hearts, the crew 
Resume their posts, and tnm the ship anew, 

For still the frozen isle, with threatening sweep, 

Hangs on their path and thunders through the det^p, 
Pursues with giant speed its rolling way, 

And seems to nod upon the destined prey. 

Her doom is past — heaved on the icy rock, 

She strikes, and slag£;ers from the thrilling shock . 

'fhe glassy base no kind support affords, 

While waves rush fiercely through the severed boaids 
I'oundering apace, with tottering hull she floats 
A moment — they have loosed the ready boats 
In mule despair they gaze upon the wreck. 

As playful billows gambol o'er her deck ; 

One cry of desolation echoes loud, 

While sinks the stately mast, wrapped in a Ikiuk! 
shroud. 

They strum the oars, and spread their pun> sail'*. 

To catch the breatliiug of the softened gales ; 

Coasting all day along the rocky shore, 

Some opening creek for shelter to explore, 

Deeming that wild and rugged steep must own 
An inllt to Columbia's mountain throne. 

^As fades the day, the angiy breakers rise, 

And many an echo to their roar replies ; 

Drear is the sound, and wild the rustling breeze, 

They furl the sail, the diving oar they seize— 
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Still, in the glances of his eagle eye, 

Shone inward peace, and calm philosophy; 

Jly temperance nurtured, on his native soil, 

His hardy ffiime defied disease and toil : — 

()i» when luxurious viands steamed around, 

The hermits fare his simple meal had crowned ; 
lf«‘ kiufw the wants of nature to supply, 

'I’host' wants unsatisfied, to smile and die. 

\\ hat lacked he yet? — he lacked the heaven-taught loi’e, 
[‘r^j-'iKTing to bend, and chastened to adore. 

His ]>liant mind, in philosophic schools, 

Was warped to systems formed by specious rules : 

With reason’s dim, unaided eye, he saw 
(Veation swayed by one unchanging law; 

Mvil and good promiscuously he found; 

Rapture and woe trod their alternate round — 

Man seemed the sport^of Fortune, made in vain. 

Ills life, a bark launched on the treacherous main ; 
Reason his pilot, fickle chance the breeze, 

Death the solo port on those uncertain seas ; 

Thence, landing on an undiscovered shore, 

Tlie disembodied spirit might explore 
Regions, in more than earthly splendour bright, 

Dr scenes of darkness, and eternal night; 
lint all was wrapped in one mysterious shroud, 
iNor reason’s keenest gaze could pierce the cloud. 

Vet deemed he not but some Eternal Cause 
Formed the high scheme, and fixed the wond'rous laws ; 
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Wheeled the round earth, upon her viewless pole, 
And gave the planetary spheres to roll ; 

Called Nature blooming from her annual grave, 
Swelled the dark tide, and curbed the rising wave ; 
Gave man the soul that sparkles in his eye, 

And formed that sonl for immortality : 

C 'renter infinito, and Judge alone, 

Tins (Jod should summon them before his throne, 
And speak a doom of bli^^s or woe on all, 

Kqunl and jusl, and fixed beyond rei'al. 

Yet more, he knew that, pitying mortal woe, 

God’s Son, incarnate, had sojourned below; 

Had lived in poverty, and guiltless died, 

Tor wretched man some blessing to provide. 

But darkly were these living truths impressed, 

With dubious outline, upon Osric’s breast. 

W Imt inaivcl, then, God’s work so faintly known, 
Osric should rest his hope upou\is own, 

And build a towering castle on the sand. 

And glory in the labours of his hand ? 

But clouds unlooked-for veil his summer skies, 

The rain descends, the stormy winds arise, 

And wave succeeding wave must yet assail, 

Krc tjie strong fabric of his hope shall fail, 

Show him the vengeance of a righteous God, 

And leave him shelterless beneath the rod; 

While the stern voice of Justice, from the sky, 
Proclaims, ** The soul that sinneth, it shall die." 
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Ask not the long dark story of his woes. 

But view the sufierer, wrapped in sweet repose. 

Beneath a crag, with dripping sea«weed hung, 

His weary frame the cast-away hath dung; 

Ev’n ruthless Memory slumbers o’er the tale, 

And Fancy’s unsubstantial mockeries fail ; 

No longer summoned by her idle wand, 

Unreal phantoms live at her command — 

Shadows of joys for ever passed away. 

Mistrustful bodings of the coming day, 

Or visionary bliss that Reason spurns, 

Though the fond heart to such illusion turns 
As deadly like the sun’s untempered ray, 

Strike to the brain, and while they dazzle slay : 

Quaffing unseen the moisture that supplies 
Life’s fragile stem, they dance, while the poor victim dies. 
But all were banished now, and slumber spread 
Her darkest, dreamless mantle, o’er his head. 

Till morning’s ray gleamed o’er the gilded wave. 

And cheered the rude apartment of his cave. 

The sunbeam resting on the sleeper’s eye, 

Bade him arise to life and memory : 

He felt that strange, mysterious, waking pain 
That thrills the heart, and presses on the brain, 

"When some deep anguish of the former night, 

But half remembered, floats before the sight ; 

The sickening soul turns inward from the view 
Of deprivations terrible and new — 

A loved-one whose expiring sigh is o’er, 

Or living, parted— to return no more. 
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Osric arose, and gazed upon the scene ; 

No vestige told where death had lately been ; 

No corpse was cast upon the stony sleep ; 

No wreck appeared upon the azure deep ; 

The wind was hushed, and leisurely the wave 
Rolled, with soft dirges, o’er the seaman's grave : 
And lo I he sees the fatal iceberg ride, 

With languid motion stealing o'er the tide. 

Wonder and grief with admiration swell, 

Wliile his moist eyes upon its raovememts dwell ; 

It seemed as broken rocks and ruined towers. 
Together met, were clad by snowy showers, 

Wliile liere and there, a lovely palace shone 
In crystal, gemmed with many a brilliant stone; 
Prismatic hues, lent by the morning's ray, 

In living lusti*e o'er its surface play ; 

So beauteous and so terrible, it glows 
With summer tints, and frowns ^vith winter snows. 
Its frozen bulk seemed destined to retain 
A giant strength, coeval with the main ; 

Vain thought ! arrested in its proud career, 

The bright destroyer paused, as smote with fear. 
Trembled a space, then heaved with mighty swell, 
And in ten thousand glittering fragments fell, 
Self-rent, and bursting with tremendous roar, 
Redoubled thunders echoed from the shore ; 

A whirlwind swept upon the troubled tide, 
Ploughed by its wing, the sullen waves divide ; 
Engulfed in ocean's bed those fragments lie, 

And all is tranquil sea, and cloudless sky. 
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One gleam of raptui'e broke on Osric*s gloom, 

“ Relentless murderer ! thou hast met thy doom.” 
Accents low-breathed now fell upon his ear. 

The voice was foreign, and the speaker near. 

The sudden sound his quick attention drew, 

A band of swarthy Indians met his view ; 

Half menacing they stood, with silent vaunt, 

But what the courage of despair shall daunt ? 
Hunger and toil had faded Osric's eye, 

Yet could not quell his inborn majesty : 

Kquol to him the doom, or life, or death — 

His native speech he deemed were idle breath : 
VVith brow unruffled, lips sedately closed, 

On their dark visages his look reposed, 

Admiring while they held their low debate, 

In harsh deep accents, on the captive's fate. 

Equipped for chase, ^yet well prepared for strife, 
Each holds the hunter's spear, the warrior's knife ; 
A bear-skin mantle from the neck depends, 

The shoulder veils, and to the knee descends ; 

A slighter vest, with gay embroidery graced, 

In plenteous folds is gathered round the waist ; 

A belt was furnished by the slaughtered deer. 
Where the broad axe and tomahawk appear ; 
W-hile a young otter’s undivided skin 
Contains the hunter's simple stores within : 

The garment's lower edge strong buskins meet. 
And well-constructed sandals grace the feet. 
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Nor Europe's pale, nor Afric's sable stain, 

O’er the strong features of the Indian reign ; 

Small, dark, and exquisitely formed, the eye 
Darts forth an eagle glance of scrutiny ; 

The long straight hair, and thin o’er-arching brow. 

Are ebon black ; the teeth as driven snow. 

In each bold visage might our Osric trace 
A semblance to the wild Egyptian race, 

Or those who groaning under Egypt’s rod, 

\V\mv succoured by the arm of Jacob’s God. 

While yet the strange and warlike group he scanned, 
The seeming chief approached him from tlie band, 

And soon, in pleased astonishment he hung 
On the lo\cd accents of his native tongue : 

With speech imperfect, but in friendly lone, 

The Indian bade him make his purpose known — 
Unfruitful was the scene; why jvander there? 

What was his country ? and his comrades where? 

Short was the talc, and barely was it said, 

l>e with rude haste the barren ground they spread. 

Sweet as the manna, and the rock-bom wave. 

That God’s free bounty in the desert gave 
To famished Israel, was that simple fi*ast 
llis mercy furnished for a thankless guest : 

Thankless to Him whose all-sufficient care 
* Feeds the unthinking wanderers of the air ; 

Thankless to Him who snatched him from the tide, 
Preserved his being, and his wants supplied. 
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—Their master’s crib the very oxen know, 

But man considers not from whom liis blessings How. 

Osric in early youth had loved to store 
Ills mind with poesy and classic lore ; 

With glowing hope, and ardour unsubdued, 

The opening vista of the world he viewed ; 

From academic shades and rural bowers, 

That prospect seemed a wilderness of flowers ; 
lie tried the path that bloomod so faNely fair, 

Ibe noxious rejitile and the thorn w'cre there ; 

Some foul deception, or some piercing grief, 

Tn ambush lurked behind each fragrant leaf, 

And all that shone with such alluring glow. 

Three words comjirivsed— vice, vanity, and woe. 

\\ here was the view sublime, the mighty plan, 

That almost deified the soul of man ? 

The flame that lightened o’er the lofty page 
Of Orecian poet, philosophic sage? 

^V^as Virtue from the world for ever flown, 

Or only banished to some clime unknown ? 

Interest could wear her semblance for a while, 

And Falsehood, like Truth, could stab and smile. 
13ut he had seen each vizor rent away, 

And their dark forms unveiled in open day, 

Till heart-sick and ashamed, he half believed 
The poet senseless, and the sage deceived. 

Yet would the pride of his unhumbled mind 
llejcct a view so mean of human kind : 
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lie hoped the arts of luxury and gain 
Alone had fixed the deep unwonted stain, 

And nought of foul corruption had defiled 
The poor untutored offspring of the wild. 

Oft had ho mused on such beguiling theme, 

Beside the windings of his native stream ; 

And exiled now from his paternal land, 

Disowned by those who grew beneath his hand, 
Houseless and friendless, on a foreign shore, 

When the rude Indian gave his little store, 

And strove, with untaught hospitable wile, 

11 is hopes to nourish, and his woes hegtiile, 

It seemed ns Fate had spread before his view 
A li\iiig proof that stamped his system true; 

And while new joys his ardent soul expand, 

He links his fortunes to the roving band, 

With them to traverse mountain, wood, and swamp, 
And •'Cek a welcome in their distaijt camp. 

rest they dedicate the passinjf day, 

To-niorrow speeds them on their inland way. 

In Osric’s heart what strong emotions swell, 
Wlien \v;j fling to the main his last farewell, 

And when, receding from the rocky shore, 

In distance ho has lost the solemn roar, 

And entered on a scene so wildly strange, 

»lt seemed as magic art produced the change. 

Since earliest break of morn they had pursued 
A narrow pathway through the tangled wood ; 
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Jn one unbroken mass above their head, 

The canopy of woven boughs was spread, 

So closely blended, that the noon-tide ray 
Died as the glance of faint departing day. 

Crossed and recrossing still, on every side, 

A thousand ways the endless paths divide, 

That he who dared the vent*rous maze, nor knew 
The secret symbols and mysterious clue. 

Should in a cheerless labyrinth wander on, 

Till strength and courage, hope and life were gone, 
But, bold and confident, the Indian guide 
Pressed on his way, and plucked the boughs aside ; 
(Ift where he passed, his knife, Nsith tempered blade, 
In the strong bark the quick incision made ; 

With keen, cool eye, unhesitating tread. 

Through the long day th’ unvarying march he led, 
And now, at evening’s golden hour, they stood 
epon the further confines of the wooil. 

O ! never had fair Albfoii’s bright domains, 

Her fertile meadows and enamelled plains, 

Her graceful hills, rich groves, and sliining streams, 
And harvests, ripening in autumnal beams. 

Thrilled Osne s bosom with sucb full delight, 

As the wild scene now bursting on his sight. 

The farewell tints of day, retiring slow, 
lletlected on a crystal surface, glow ; 

The sportive windings of that lake dis])lay 
The pigmy harbour, and the mimic bny ; 
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A thousand wave-born flowers, in naval pride, 
Spread iheir broad leaver, and rest upon the tide : 
Dappling the bank, in rival gnice, are seen 
The many coloured offspring of the green ; 

There the huge granite rocks abruptly rise, 

And sparkle bright, in variegated dyes. 

Above, dark groves their leafy honors bow*, 

Like nodding plumage on a warrior s brow : 

The lofty cedar, and majestic pine. 

And fragrant spruce, their towering siiade combine . 
Of giant growth, the maple spreads around. 
Distilling honey from the casual wound; 

The changeful boechen tree, and mellow larch. 

And silver birch, that broken crag o'erarch ; 

The endless garland of the woodland vine, 
llound each tall trunk aspires, with graceful twine, 
Then flings the light festoon from spray to spray, 
And bends, with playful sweep, her downward wu), 
Vails on the frowning precipice l^neaih, 

And decks its rugged brow with verdant wreath. 
From frequent fissure, trickling soft and slow, 

The loitering stream lets whisper as they go ; 

A broad cascade foam*^ down the mountain side, 
Springs from the rock, and plunges in the tide. 

Soft melancholy stole o’er Osric’s breast, 

As the' fond thought arose— *• here could J losi ! ’ 
.And when at night the trembling moon-bciim pi< jed 
On the far bosom of the while cascade, 

Whoso mighty murmurs, half in distauie drow nc 
Scarce called an c^hu from the rocks t :oiui 1, 
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Where leafy shades, expanding deep and wide, 

Waved in rich contrast to the shining tide : 

Oh, then he felt, as they can feel alone 
Who bear some sorrow, to the world unknown, 

And shun, with sickly jealousy refined, 

Tl-e cold, half sympathy of human kind, 

Yet fancy every idle breeze that blows. 

Sighs in compassion, and partakes their woes. 
Dreaming of unsubstantial solace here. 

They cannot rise beyond their native sphere. 

Though heaven-born Mercy gives the mild command 
To rest eac;h weight upon Jehovah’s liand, 

Although Oninipotoiice would st«)op to bear 
Our puny bunlcns, and to soothe our care, 

The lofty littleness of wayward man 

(’leaves to his own, and scorns his MakcrV plan, 

Kndurcs, with stubborn hardihood, the rod, 

Itut hears not the appointing voice of (iod, 

Nor listens to that lon^-enduring cry, 

“ Turn, thoughtless one— Oh wherefore wilt thou 
die!’' 

Still had the musing wanderer held his way 
llcneath the spangled sky, and soothing ray, 

But now, with sudden burst of splendour, blazed 
The crackling pile his Indian friends had raised 
To scare the prowling w'olf— the crimson glow 
Flashed on the lake, and dyed the mountain's brow. 
Where is the beam that robed erewhile the hill 
In silvery beauty ? It is .shining still, 
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But seen no more. From man's dark ]iosom driven, 
How oft will earth-born flames chase the pure light of 
heaven ! 

The morn arose, and many a morning snn 
Must rise, ere yet their changeful task be done ; 

To wind through woody solitudes their way. 

Or bide on shadelcss plains the sultry ray : 

To pause, with some expansive lake in view, 

And fell the tree, and form the slight canoe, 

Launch that frail bark upon the level tide. 

And fleeter than the circling swallow glide ; 

Then draw their vessel to the farther strand, 

Poise its light form, and bear it o’er the land. 

With panting breath and weary foot, to climb 
here more than Alpine summits tower sublime ; 

Or, with deliberate, cautious step, to pass 
The verdant licuchi ry of the deep nioniss, 

Where flowiTs, in w’ild unoulturerT beauty blow, 

To shade tlie wateiy death that yawns below ; 

Fed by the liquid store, they shoot on high, 

To court the gaze of an unclouded sky. 

And tints so glowing, forms so passing fair, 

Had never crowned the florist's choice parterre ; 

So frail the sod that bears those living gems, 

It trembles underneath their waving stems, 

Where snakes, in vest of painted aiinour gay, 

Amid the glossy foliage glide away : 

The humming-bird steals to the flower's embrace. 
Loveliest and least of all the feathered race, 


c 
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Itcclined in silken bells, concealed from view, 
feasts on perfume, and sips the honied dew, 

Then sj)reads the azure wing, and tin^ crest, 

And seems a blossom severed from the rest, 

And stolen by the breeze, who came to bear 
Some velvet trophy from a scene so fair. 

Sucli was the morn, and when the closing night 
Called from repose the winged bands of light, 

The sparkling fire-fly tribes, and bade them rise 
A brilliant transcript of the starry skies, 

Spangling the leaf, and sporting round the flower, 
(dioering, with mimic lay, the moonless hour, 

\Vhde here the ruby, there the topaz glowed, 

And emerald tints a glassy lustre showed; 

hero, darting through the gloom, they rose on high. 
As healing some mysteiious t‘inbas-»y 
To distant shrubs, and o'er the glittering plain 
lletunifd, in busy ldIene‘^s again : 

A scene so wild, so beautiful, so new, 

And so intangible — to Osric’s view 
It seemed the very book of fate displayed, 
Destruction’s self in witehery arrayed; 

And all the sullen joy the cynic knows 
Shone in his eye, as rapid thoughts arose 
Of flowery snares, that lure mankind to pass 
(fer the deep hollows of the world’s morass, 

\V here noiseless ruin unsuspected lies 
To watch her victim, and secure the prize. 
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The Indian guide, Ayuta, long Ind sate 
In bolemn rouiicilb, skilled in deep debate , 

Foi wily piudcnce fiined, by close intiigue 
To foiin with stronger tribes the lavouiing league, — 
Oft when some aiigiy nation came fioiii tat, 

To lift the luthkss tonialiavvk of wai, 

Ayuti V policy would talm the bicasl, 

And smoothly lull the rising storm to lest, 

Abo\( the dieadful hatchet closo the giound, 

And h tiid the (dlumct of ]r ice nrouiid. 

Ills flu< lit tongue could ctho every tone 
And c ill (. ich v iiions dialect its own , 

^Ol louhl till eye ot kicii observance trace 
Out ( hangi ful passion in his studious fui 
Lati liad lu lias died through the caslcin hnds, 

I oti^ loloin/cd by rAiiopeau Innds, 

And wiitn in woods of ^aine their journey ld>, 

And wide disporsid, the huntcis s^iijil their pir\ 
Ayuta would itcline bj Osni’s suli, 

\\ hire tlie daik spruce a frngnnt shade supplinl, 

And Icll how first to that unco upn ii d shori 
A floating house the whiti invade is bore, 

\\ ho craved a shelter from the picii mg gale, 

Ti 11 Sprin/s young breath shou Id watt their homew a i d s.ii 1 
Preserved by Indian pity, thej surveyed 
• The goodly hnd, and their kind hosts betrayed 
J^cparting with the Spring, ere Autumn fell. 

Once moic upon the coast their streamers swell, 

A vai lous crew , by numbers bolder grown, 

They claimed a tract of country for their own, 

( 2 
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And when repulsed, from tubes with sulphurous breath 
Their bursting thunder roared and scattered death. 

Hack to his woods the fcar-strnck native fled, 

Whose labyrinths long defied the stranger’s tread ; 
While the-^c, increasing to a countless band, 

Spread deep and wide, and triumphed o’er the land. 

To ampler bounds their growing hosts a.spire, 

Wliile far, and farther still, the hapless tribes retire. 
Remote from ocean, toward the rosy west, 

A mighty space the Indian yet possessed, 

And leagued in amity the nations stood, 

7^0 guard the spreading lake, the sheltering wood ; 
Should rival chiefs, in their sequestered dell. 

Hid the wild war-whoop for a moment swell ; 

The evil impulse of the white man came 
To rivo the wound, recal the dying llame : 

Ilis cruel wile by sad observance known, 

First to divide, then conquer each alone. 

Hut the (Jreut Spirit, foe to wrong and ill, 

Loved his red children, and preserved them still. 

So told the chief. — Through Osric’s every vein, 
Resentful pity thrilled, and stern disdain : 

Tliese are thy trophies, proud, enlightened man ; 

This is thy high design, thy generous plan ; 

Tliis grateful meed the artless Indian won, 

By Christian piety these deeds arc done ! 

Far nobler light illumed the savage breast, 

That unsus[)ccting warmed a viperous guest, 
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Than spread religion’s pageant o’er the sod, 

Where ruffians ravaged in the name of God !” 

Thus vaunts Philosophy ; but deems she right ? 
Can deeds of darkness robe the sons of liglil? 
lleligiou owns not them who bear the brand 
Of Mammon on their front, and in their hand ; 

Go, view the record— he may run who reads — 
What says it? 'Ye shall ken them by their deeds.’ 
O wlio can tell the horrors of their lot, 

When the stern Judge exclaims, “ I know ye not!” 
Woe, double woe, be to the souls that lay 
A stumbling-stone across a brother’s way ! 

Woe, treble woe, to those who give a theme 
That bids the vaunting enemy blaspheme, 

Wlule deeds of rage, and avarice, and shame. 

Mar the sweet savour of the (’hristian name I 

A mountain’s brow the travellers had won, 

And lo 1 their weary pilgrimage was done. 

Borne from the deep recesses ol the glen, 

Ascending sounds told the abode of men ; 

And tliere, o’ercanopied with living green. 

Lowland uncouth, the Indian huts were seen, 
wSerS^lofly pine, and oak with nm])le breast. 
Enclosed in guardian care each fcobh r guest. 

Of conic for/n the lowly dwellings stood. 

Detached, and scattered through the sheltering wood, 
Built of rude stems, with bci-chen bark o’erlaid. 

And boughs yet mantled in their leafy shade. 
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A broad, deep river, bending to the right, 

Swelled in a lake, and rounded on the 
Beyond the spacious stream blue mountains rose, 
Stretched in the majesty of calm repose. 

The scene was nature’s own, and wild, as man 
Had feared to trespass on creation’s plan ; 

No patient hand had smoothed the rugged soil, 

No harvest crowned the labourer's carh toil ; 
Though female industry perchance might raise 
( )n vacant spot, some patch of yellow maize, 
Slight care to the sc the untaught farmer gave : 
Canoes unnumbered dancing on the wave. 

And nets of curious woik, spread foilli to dry, 
Told where the Indian guuiul his , 

While liunting-spears, and troplm ^ of ho clmoi , 
The lude interior of each dwellin;^ lacc. 

i 

\S hen day’s last beam was f.idiiif: from lie* * 
Anuta’s hilt received his willing guest ; 

With native faro the rugged board was spread, 

And flagrant leaves composed the stranger’s bed. 
\'i&ioiis of peace on Osric’s fancy stole ; 

A current of unruffled years to roll, 

Odlm as the stream that softly murmured near, ^ 
And soothed, with plaintive note, his dicaniiug car. 
Flee as the zephyr of the wood, that swept 
The open hut, and fanned him while he slept. 

And let him sleep — such visionary tlieinc 
May best befit the fabric of a dream. 



23 


CANTO II. 


VVjri:n>: * ii thine eye can turn, or foot can tread, 
Behold, ’ ) man ! the books* of knowledge spread. 
Thy ren.-.i oons the lesson they impart, 

Ibil (ioil grave it on thy lieart. 

‘[Ik-u suesi tlu’ ' io.ssoin open to the day, 
fjloom for a litito -p.teo, «and mde away; 

•'(■(■St the vorduut leaf, Iike^ilkcn vest, 

!. I'jtl’e i.if daik In j, and shade the songster’s nest, 
Then pne- and perish, — Not a breeze can blow 
Ih.t tells inee all is vanity below, 

Wlnle, rt ndirig some poor insect’s web away, 
l\ mars the labour of a summer day. 

T ljaf brce/.e. if tainted by infected breatli, 

J\lay ro ihy bosom waft the seeds of death ; 

^Or, swelled by angry storms, the ocean sweep. 

And ‘vl ^dIn thy trusted treasures in tlie deep. 

In vain the page of wisdom courts thine eyes — 
Tliough always learning, thou art never wise. 
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While all is changing, waning, dying round, 

Thou dream’st some favourite spot may yet be found. 
Where cloudless suns on flowers unfading shine, 

To form a perfect lot, and that be thine. 

Welc-ome each vision folly can pourtray, 

So it beguile thee of the passing day, 

Hide from thy guilty sight the threatening rod, 

And drown that awful cry, “ Prepare to meet thy God 

How sped our Osric, in his ardent chace 
Of virtuous bliss among the savage race ? 

The fleeting hours of summer-bloom are past, 

And winter’s dreariest night approaches fast ; 

The camp is black with wreaths of eddying smoke, 
And tempests whistle through the leafless oak, 
Hocking the hut where Osric courts repose, 

A death-doomed captive, guarded by his foes. 

I 

Long had he basked beneath the specious smile 
Of Indian faith, nor deemed such friendship guile. 

He wore their garb, and bent his towering thought 
To each rude task his wild instructors taught. 
Farewell the polished lore of Rome and Greece ! 

The dance of war, the calumet of peace, 

The rapid chace, the archer’s deadly aim, 

Divide his moments and his eflbrts claim. 

On each traditionary tale that tells 
Of Indian deeds, his pleased attention dwells, 

While his eventful years of sorrow seem 
A passing thought, a half forgotten dream. 
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Yet one there was, who, with prophetic fear, 
Would breathe the frequent caution in his ear; 
And Osric marvelled when young Zaila spoke 
Of reeds that bowed beneath the hand, and broke ; 
Of icy plains formed on the level wave, 

That tempt the step, then yield a liquid grave ; 
While the keen glance of her expressive eye 
Would in mute eloquence the tale apply. 

An aged chief had mourned a valiant son, 

And now in Zaila blessed his only one ; 

The brightest plumage he would cull, to deck 
The raven hair that flowed upon her neck ; 

The costly bead and precious metal graced 
Her well-turned aim, and bound her slender waist 
But Nature’s hand, more bounteous than his own, 
The spell of beauty round the maid had thrown. 
Upon her brow, in simple mnjesgy, 

Peace reigned, tmd meekness in her downcast eye ; 
A pensive contemplation marked her mien, 

As though she communed with a world unseen. 
And Osric heard the sigh, and saw the tear. 

When vice or folly urged their wild career ; 

And oft her firm rebuke their madness quelled. 

If no^convinced, yet humbled and repelled. 

Months rolled away ; and still Ayuta’s guest 
Abode in peace, confiding and caressed. 

At length an embassy from far appears. 

Or chiefs in war renowned, and sage with years, 
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The leaders of the camp in council meet, 

With solemn words of amity to greet 
The martial tribe, whose measuied steps are led 
Where mats and skins, in circling order spread, 
Receive their wearied frames. With looks profound, 
Silent and motionless, they sat around : 

The vapour of the peaceful pipe arose, 

And Osric, fearless of impending woes. 

Pleased with the novel scene, attentive viewed 
The savage pomp displayed by men so rude. 

The elder chieftain of the stranger band 
Rose, with a belt of wampum in his hand, 

Of doubtful hue, as though his nation’s mind 
To peace or war was equally inclined. 

Grave was his gesture, and his accent slow, 

Calm wisdom reigned upon his furrowed brow, 
Though half-quelled flashes from his eagle eye 
Bepoke a spirit martial, stern, and high. 

The steady curb of politic controul 
Restrained the swell of an impatient soul. 

“ Tribe of the valley ! hearken and behold — 

This wampum-belt fraternal hands unfold, 

In token that your brethren of the hill 
With ancient amity would greet ye still. 

When yonder sun rose from the briny deep. 

He saw our steps descend our native steep, 

And when he sank beneath the mount again, 
lie left us journeying o’er the dreary plain : 
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Rising and falling, still from day to day, 

He marked us pacing on our lengthened >vay. 

Our feet have bent the grass, impressed the sand. 
Been laved by streams, bruised by the stony strand- 
And wherefore this ? Brethren, a voice- was borne 
On the strong breezes of the opening morn ; 

It told of leagues, and calumets of peace 
With white invaders ; of your camp's increase 
By foreign bands. W^e credit not the tale : 

We love our younger brethren of the vale, 

But fear them not. Behold ! your choice is free 
To raise the tomahawk, or plant the tree.” 

lie said, and waving hia uplifted hand. 

With dauntless eye surveyed the circling band, 
Resumed his matted seat, and calmly spread 
His wampum strings, of sable, white and red. 

Short was the silence, for Ayuta^tood, 

With looks of peace, and their attention wooed ; 
Breathing, in terms of long accustomed art, 

The guileful purpose of his faithless heart. 

“ Fathers, attend— your ancient brethren view — 
Your hills have echoed to a voice untrue : 

Not ours the deed to give a treacherous hand, 

And greet the foreign spoilers of the land, 

*Who pluck the rose that decks our Indian ground. 
And with the naked thorns its master wound ; 

A morning mist hath led your mind astray, 

The sun shall rise, and darkness fade away. 
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Behold a stranger of that evil race 
Who hunt our nation like a beast of chase : 

We lured him to the snare, we soothed his soul, 

We made him joyous with the juicy bowl, 

Nourished with care, and trained with Indian skill — 

Lo ! Fathers bear him to your distant hill ; 

And while his lingering death-pangs feed your view, 
Confess your brethren of the vale are true. 

The calumet receive, and aid our toil 
To hide the hatchet in our native soil ; 

The peaceful tree, raised by united hands, 

And fed with white man's blood, shall shade our mingled 
bands 1’^ 


While yet he spoke, the dark and wary foes 
In double files their hapless prey enclose. 

With spears and arrows pointed at his breast, 

He deemed it all a vision or a jest — 

Throughout his frame one chill of horror ran, 
Then bitterly be smiled, Aye, such is man I — 
Strangers, ye bear the aspect and the name 
Of fathers, statesmen, chiefs of conquering fame ; 
Can perfidy uphold, and fraud defend 
A nation's glory ? Will ye thus extend 
The sanction of your age, your high applause, 
To the foul breach of hospitable laws ? 

Is such dishonest triumph meet tp crown 
The brightness of your martial tribe's renown ? 

I came — no foe, in warlike garb arrayed, 
Armed with the fiery tube, or burnished blade. 
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But a defenceless stranger, wooed to share 
The social board, nor deeming it a snare/’ 

The Chief rejoined, “ Let prudence be confessed, 
Rapacious wolves our peaceful camp molest ; 

We capture one— say, must the fact be proved, 

That he, the prize, with ravening purpose, roved ? 
No— he*s a wolf ; in that his crime we trace. 

He dies for crimes committed by the race. 

’Tis self-defence, the same instinctive plan 
That guards the reptile’s nest, the home of man : 

It teaches thee to spend thy fleeting breath, 

Pleading for life, and us to will thy death,” 

Midnight arrives;— no careful hand supplies 
The lingering flame, that all unnoticed dies; 

Yet falling fragments yield a transient blaze, 

While on the rugged hearth the fi^e decays, 

Too feeble now to pierce the distant shade 
Where the poor captive’s care-worn limbs are laid. 

II is savage guards had watched from twilight’s hour, 
In all the stern security of power, 

Yet wakeful and alert ; each grasped the spear, 

The quiver and the well-strung bow were near, 

And oft a lowering glance, with keen survey. 
Explored the couch of .skins where Osric lay. 

A sullen culm had hushed the stormy swells 
Of his indignant thought, and memory dwells 
On many a strange vicissitude of woe. 

That marked the windings of his path below. 
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The sceptic doubt, the glowing hope, in turn 
Would cloud his soul, or bid his spirit burn. 

No guiding Providence could he survey 
Through the wild lab’rinth of his chequered way; 

Then wherefore deem that aught of love divine 
Should on his last dark hour of anguish shine, 

Or bid the disembodied spirit rest 
In the unclouded mansions of the blest? 

Again, his conscience, unawakened saw 
No flagrant breach of his Creator's law, 

In his short life; yet, with unsparing hand, 

The scourge had followed him by sea and land, 

And justice would require a blissful doom 
Of peace and rapture in the world to come. 

But all was speculation wild and vain 
^Vithiji, and all without was feverish pain, 

Best, thou afflicted one ! a Saviour’s love 
Hath willed thy glory vi the realms above: 

He girded thee, although thou hast not known 
His saving strength, and He will seal thee yet Ilis 
own. 

Three warriors from the stranger tribe combined, 

An ample guard, with false Ayuta joined. 

No thought of rescue or escape had cheered 
The captive’s mind, no human hope appeared, 

He knew their Indian watchfulness could keep 
At wondrous bay the leaden wand of sleep ; 

But now, each fitful flash of HglU that played 
On the dark group, their slumbering state betrayed : 
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With sudden start, the swarthy hand would clasp 
The spear, and then relax its eager grasp ; 

At length Ayuta to the entrance crept, 

Stretched his tall form across the door, and slept ; 
While, in a deep, unwonted torpor, near. 

Each warrior bent upon his trusty spear, 

Ileclined, then sunk unconscious to the ground. 
And dark oblivion spread her mantle round. 

Osric beheld, and kindling, half arose 
From his low couch, and gazed upon his foes; 

He longed from false Ayuta’s side to wrest 
The knife he bore, and plunge it in his breast — 
To brave the hazard of uncertain strife, 

And dearly part with a devoted life. 

While yet he pondered on the daring thought, 

A rustling sound his quick attention caught, 

From the low ragged roof-— again came. 
Frequent and near — Oh for one glancing dame 
To gleam upon the spot I His head he raised. 
And vainly through the deepening darkness gazed ; 
Few moments passed, soft on his wondering eye 
Shone the pure azure of a moonlight sky. 

While through the breach he saw a figure bend, 
And heard the words, be silent, and ascend.” 

•A cord of solid strength is dung below, 
llie 1 ending figure beckons him to go. 

And could he pause ? The cooling air of heaven 
Tliat kissed his brow, had new existence given— 
He springs to freedom, from the gloomy cell, 

And bids his sleeping guards a glad farewell. 
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The lonely hut, that formed his prison, stood 
Midway between the camp and neighbouring wood ; 
Two silent guides appear, his steps to lead. 

And swiftly from the haunts of man they speed : 

No voice or sound the cautious stillness broke, 

Till on the wood’s dark conhnes Osric spoke — 

Ere yet we pierce the shade, your purpose say. 
And whither ye conduct my dubious way?’' 

“ To safety and to peace thou goest,” replied 
In gentle accent, his more youthful guide. 

He started — ’twas a well-remembered tone — 

Yet urged again, ‘‘ Nay, make your object known.” 

Osric ! we censure not thy dou ing mind, 

By sad experience taught, thou know’st mankind, 
And Indian faith hast proved ; yet fear not now, 

For treachery never lurked on Zaila’s brow ; 

This heart abhors the wile. I set thee free — 

My life upon thy safcjty. Follow me.’' 

With grateful wonder, with confiding love, 
lie followed through the mazes of the grove. 
Wrapped in a rayless gloom, so deep and dread, 
Some angel seemed to guide the Maiden’s tread 
In the wild path, and to her timid heart 
A more than mortal energy impart ; 

While through the dreary wilderness around 
The savage howls of hungry wolves resound ; 

The fox barks fiercely through the trembling break. 
And at their feet uncoils the hissing snake ; 

But onward they pursue their steadfast way. 

Till,, pale and feeble, gleams a distant ray; 
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Brighter it smiles, and soon their gladdened view 
Rests on an open stream and slight oanoc. 

They pause, and Zaila motions with her hand 
To launch the fragile bark, and leave the land : — 

“ Osric, farewell I thou freely mays’t confide 
In the firm faith of this thy, future guide ; 

Ilis cure will lead thee to a safe retreat, 

Where Christian love shall bathe thy weary feet ; 

And when thou oflerest up thy grateful prayer, 

Oh let the Indian Maid thy benediction share!” 

A tear is bursting from the Wanderer’s eye, 

While his soothed bosom prompts the fond reply : — 
“ Zaila I a poor unfriended Exile gives 
The only gift his wayward fortune leaves, 

A heart long steeled by stern adversity, 

Now won, and softened into Jove by thee. 

O let thy unprotected steps no rjore 
The blood-stained haunt, the faithless camp, explore, 
Lest the deep thunderbolt of vengeance dread 
Fall oil thy gentle and defenceless head ! 

Share thou my lot ; the Christian race will give 
The means for patient industry to live ; 

Be mine — and sweet will seem the daily toil 
That tills for Zaila the penurious soil. 

Pursues the flying deer through tangled woods, 

•Or snares the gliding tenant of the floods. 

In boyhood’s days, in wild impetuous youth, 

And riper years, 1 sought the phantom Truth ; 


D 
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My fancy robed a form in rainbow dyes, 

And fondly chaced the visionary prize, 

Till, weary of delusion, vice, and woe, 

I deemed she never could reside below. 

When Hope had spread her pinions to deport, 

I find the treasure lodged in Zaila's heart* 

Thou gav’st the caution, when my heedless ear, 

Held it the language of ungenerous fear; 

Thy pity came to succour and to save 
The dupe who scorned thee, from a well-earned grave 
lleject me not; my grateful soul shall rest 
On the jiure truth of thy unspotted breast ; 

Let summer friends, like summer blossoms, fly — 
Thy faith, an evergreen, can brave the winter sky,*' 

The maid, unmoved, his glowing-cheek surveys, 
lleproach and pity mingled in her gaze ; 

Tlien from her lip tlie solemn accents part — 

“ Can such deliverance move thy stubborn heart ? 
Inght was the risk, to drug thy treacherous foe^ 

With drowsy herbs, and the low roof unclose ; 

Poor is the boon— a few uncertain years 
Of lengthened progress in a vale of tears. 

Thy love devote, thy praises breathe tp Him 
• Who took the cup, kissed the overflowing brim, 

And drained the \ery dregs of woe and wrath, 

To save thy soul from everlasting death* 

I see thou marveirst how these wilds -have heard 
The joyful tidings of salvation's word— 
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Nay, lather blush they weie nol heard fiom thee , 

Thy mind was fearless, and thy speech was free. 

But no compassion m thy heart was tound 
Tor souls unnumbered peiishint; around^ 

Thy fellow-mcn, who drew then natal breath 
In lands of darkness, and the shades of death, 

Bound in the chain of it^norance and sin, 

No hwlp without, and not a hope ^x^thm. 

Thine had it been to see the day-star rise 
On the d(op gloom of these benighted skies, 

To lift on high the banner of the Word, 

And wield with dauntless band the Spiiit’s ^wold, 

( Inmpion of hoavcii, — O hadst thou thus been touiul, 
A thousand seraphs had encamped around 
Thy shiniM f path , the everlasting .irins 
Supported, led, and guarded thee fioin harms 
Yea, He who hUe through eveiy natiou picnefi 
Tlie Oospd, diul his free salvatKjjj teach, 

Had b(cn thy shield, thy counsellor, and tnend, 

‘ I o X am with you, even to the end I' ” 

“ 7aila, that sacred privilege is given 
To holy men, the ministers of heaven ; 

The solemn truths of such mysterious theme 
Would ill my uncommissioned lips beseem ’ 

“Nay, rather say those truths could nevci rest 
In the dark ceU of an unholy breast 
If in tby path a bleeding wietch be found, 

Wilt thou deny to staunch the flowing wound, 

d2 
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Nor dare with pitying hand to soothe the smart, 
Because unlicensed in the healing art? 

But fare ihcc well ! may God direct thy feet 
In peace and safety to a far retreat, 

A sandy vale, where life s glad river flows, 

A wilderness that blossoms as the rose ; 

’Twfts there the heaven-boni ray of light divine 
Biirsl upon Zaila’s^oul— 0 may it gladden thine !’* 

Wondering, ashamed, and half-displeased, he stood, 
'fill that light form was lost within the wood, 

Then slowly turned him to the stream, whose wave 
To the pale ray a faint reflection gave ; 

The sliallow boat was rocking on the tide. 

And there the Indian stood, his future guide, 

Whose folded hands and eye upraised, declare 
'i’he deep devotion of a mental prayer. 

I'nusual was the sighj^ and Osric saw, 

AVith peevish scorn, half-quelled by solemn awe; 

Ills conscience told that simple prayer was said 
I'or him, a thankless wretch, who never prayed ; 

And Zaila^s keen reproof had lodged a dart 
Of strange disquiet in his swelling heart ; 

To meet the humbling guest high thoughts arose, 
What 1 should the soul that scorned a thousand foes, 
That through the world, defying and defied, 

Bore high the banner of unvanquished pride, 

Before such puny arms that banner furl 1 
A praying savage, and a preaching girl I 
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In haughty silence to the bank he drew, 

A rough warm bear-skin lined the light canoe ; 
Gladly he stretched him on the narrow bed, 

Another hide the careful Indian spread, 
liis little bark then hastened to unmoor, 

And, nicely poising, paddled from the shore. 

Ilow sweet and soothing is the moonlight beam 
That breaks the cloud, and smiles upon the stream ! 
How soft the calm that btills a throbbing breast. 
When toil and anguish yield to tranquil rest ! 

And oh, how pleasant is the breeze that blows 
Across the cheek where new-born fr(’edom glows ! 
Osric confessed the charm, and soon subside 
The angry waves of discontent and pride ; 

Beneath llto still solemnity of night, 

The shifting «cene, robed in a silvery light, 

Bresenls more varied beauties to#his view 
Than fancy's airy pencil ever drew. 

Now, swiftly gliding on their liquid way, 

Through the entangling wood their progress lay, 
Whose bending stems inclined from either side, 

And bowed to commune o*er the darkened tide. 
Anfl now they pass, where to the struggling wave 
Unwilling rocks a scanty passage gave, 

And, sternly frowning, overhung the bed, 

Their giant sides with rugged heather spread ; 

While birds of night, with heavy pinion, soar, 

And, screaming, ask who dares their haunt explore. 
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And now, retiring to a wider bound, 

The rocks in ample crescent sweep around, 

A grassy lawn slopes to the river’s brink, 

Where graceful willows bend the head, and drink. 
While fading stalks of many a flower declare 
IJow bright the garb by summer woven there. 

Enriched by frequent streams the current grows 
To more majestic width, and freely flows. 

Jlut now the moon steals down the shaded sky. 

And gentle sleep hath sealed the wanderer’s eye. 

A lovelier morning beam had never smiled, 

To gild a spot so beauteous and so wild, 

Than that soft ray which ihrougli the foliage broke. 
And cheered the lonely scene where Osric woke. 

A bank, adorned with all the forest^s pride, 

Rose in a gradual slope on cither side; 

Mixed with the fir, anck cedar, ever green, 

Some leafless stems of oak and birch were seen, 

And all the rich variety of hue 
That cultivated woodlands never knew ; 

While dew-drops, small as clustered diamonds, gleam 
Beneath the splendour of the rising b?am. 

With soothing sound the gurgling waters roll. 

But sweeter notes along their surface stole, 

When from the Indian’s lip, in artless lays, 

Rose to the Lord his morning hymn of praise. 

Soft was the tone, not meant for mortal ear, 

Too faint for earth to mark, but not for heaven to hear. 
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Yet Osric in such fixed attention hung, 

lie caught the meaning of the \\oids he sung. — 

“ O Thou ! who, through the peiiU of the night, 

Hast safely hrouglit us to the moining luht, 

While thousands h ive resigned then \ital birath, 

And all unsuccouied, slept the shep of (leath, 

T ord, what die we, that thou should^t thus display 
Thy wondrous love, and guard us on our waj, 

Ihddin^ the tempest of the wuitei tcaM , 

And siMiig to the trouhltd waters, ‘ l\ ui 
Touched with a fLchng of our wants and wot^, 

W hy eve. tlius thy pitying love disclose, 

If not to lead us to a gracious tin one. 

To makf our deeper need and soirow known, 

To moniri tht curse of sin's polluting stain, 

Paidon, and p« lue, and strengthening help to gam*^ 
Thy covcnai , c) Lord, with night and day 
X nbiokeii slnnK, while ages iolliaw'i> ; 

The biightei coicnant thy lo\e hath given, 

Sun res this tlcctmg world, and riigns in heaven. 

O seal that promise on our inmost soul, 

Thcie write thy law, there fix thy hrm controul, 

And since ih} woid the sweet assurance gave 
Tli^t 'tw as thy clioseu work to seek and save, 
l.ord, let the Sun of righteousness arise. 

With healing on his wings, to glad those rlarkoned eyes.' 
He turned with gentle look, and, gazing, wept 
O'er the poor wanderer, who in «emblnnce slept. 

Then the light oai with double speed he plied. 

And urged his bark along the glittering tide. 
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Now to the stream u crisper curl was given, 

And clouds \vere drifted o^er the face of heaven ; 

Deep folds of grey, tinged with a dusky red. 

Above the eastern hills ascending spread ; 

Kach following gust more piercing cold became, 

Striking a painful chill through Osric’s frame. 

Ilis jiilot marked, with ever- watchful eye, 

The quick transitions of the wave and sky, 

Then spoke — “ 1 low close those gathering vapours crowd ! 
A tempest rides upon yon eastern cloud: 

To-morrow *s dawn may see an icy chain 
Check this bold tide, now speeding to tlio main. 

Now seek we some propitious spot, and form 
A timely shelter 'gainst the coming storm ; 

Sure tokens of the falling snow appear, 

A wintry visit, sudtlcn and severe.'^ 

The first fair landing place the travellers sci^e, 

And hide their little bejat among the trees ; 

For Jacob (such the Indian's chosen name, 

When to the saeretl font erewhile he came,) 

Feared lest the baffled foe might yet pursue, 

And trace their cautious route by that canoe. 

Ilis careful hand his comrade then supplied 
With hatchet, musket, and a bear’s black hide. 

A light repast they took, and onward went ^ 

To cross the wood, and climb the near ascent. 

The summit gained, they find the rugged ground 
With mountainqnnes, and lowering birch-trees crowned. 
No fit retreat their anxious eyes survey, 

While through the tangling shrubs they rend their way ’ 
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But downward slopes bespeak n neighbouring vale, 
Whence rough and broken sounds the ear assail ; 
Those welcome notes rejoiced the Indian guide, 
Hear’st thou the roaring of that mountain tide? 
Urge we the quick descent, secure to breathe 
From our long labour in the vale beneath/' 

Now mingled with the stately pine, they view 
The lowlier fir, and beech of changeful hue, 

Wliih' in a smoother course, they lightly ]>ass 
O’er miiny-colourcd moss, and velvet grass, 

Till, issuing from the grove, in liquid light 
The torrent bursts ujion their dazzled sight. 

Steep was the path, and wide the rocky bod 
here on tlieir eager cbace the billows sped : 

Huge broken fre'.mcnts in the channel Jay, 

To fret, but lU'.t impede its forceful way. 

Above their lieads die sparkling yaters bound, 

Tlu n in a da.k (hop eddy whirl around. 

Now lor a tranquil space forgot to rave, 

Now leap another rock, and curl the foaming wave. 
The oountloss, undiscovered springs, that rise 
Among the hills, combine their large supplies, 

And here, engaged in never-ending race, 

The dancing currents hold their noisy chacc. 

And seem among their native wilds to raise 
Proud songs of liberty, and joyous hymns of praise ; 
While bowing w'oods, robed in eternal green, 

Echo the sound, and smile upon the scene. 
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The rocks that scarce that headlong stream confine, 
Dripping with spray, like polished marble shine; 
The trees, luxuriant, wear a brighter hue. 

For ever freshened by the scattered dew: 

Abruptly rising from the further side, 

A lofty mountain waves its leafy pride ; 

Tir opposing bank presents a softer ‘Nhade, 

A swelling hill more sparingly arrayed; 

And here, in silent joy, the pilgrims stood, 

Tracing the progress of the mighty flood, 

^Vhich, bounding on its way with ceaseless roar, 
Passed a rude angle, and was seen no more. 

Still on the breeze tumulluon* murmurs rose, 

Till died tlic cadence in a distant close. 

Behind a little plain, on sloping ground, 

A clump of trees the travellers^ search had found, 
AVhosc taper stems, in^,native order placed, 

A small rude circle sheltered and (‘inbriiccd. 

Within the narrow bound they first proceed 
To clear the brushwood and intrusive weed, 

Then mounting high on two inclining trees, 

With straining arm each bushy top they seize, 
These firmly bound pressent a crested dome ; 

And next by several paths the builders roam, 

From birchen trunks the pliant rind they tear, 

And spreading branches to their dwelling bear; 
Wove with the circling stems, and overlaid 
With moss and twisted bands, the fence was made, 
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\\ hile solid bark, warm, and w iter proof, 
Patched the lude fabric, and secured the roof 
Smote by tlie axe, the neigliboiiiing br inches shed 
I or fuel iiood, and le lies to form a Ind 

O-iic iMth glowiu^ smile the dwelling ejed — 

“ Ihua, uid bO soon, are ii ituie's w int** sujiphed • 

et 'leu'^c Ics*^ niin inhales Iht tunted breath 
In ei( wdtd dens of folly, sh line, ind dr alh. 

And scoins tlic richest boons his God has given, 

Ihc simple fruits of ciilh, the beam of heuveii. 

The stately canopies of wiviii,^ woods, 

The solemn mnsu of ll e lollin^ floods, 

The note of hathcied hiimony, the rest 
So dear ii 1 sicicd to the icis^ning bieist. 

1 ree as the i bath, by choice i si i\c, 

He spin ns i n itjvc throne to tlnsp a punted giavc 
lliroughout ( le 111011% wide and )|ondioiis pi in, 

I he ''peek, tlu 1 Irmisli of the work, is man.” 

“ And i« tlieie then,” the thoughtful Indian cried, 
“ No balm in Gilead for the wounds of pride 
Pride IS the decp-^truck malady within, 

The root of sorrow, and the gate of sin 
God’s word was this, ‘ Transgress, and yc shall die, 
‘ IVansgress, and be is gods,' the lemptei s cry , 
Pride heard, nor paused Tehovah’s wrath to piove 
And pride rejects the message of Ills love 
Pride brought the ills thy hasty words condemn. 
And pride hath wrought on thee to censure them. 
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Plain IS my speech^ and slight the lore I know, 

Yet can my lips the latent evil show, 

For long I boWed beneath the yoke of sin, 

And served that tyrant lord, enthroned within , 

The voice of conscience and of (iod defied, 

In all the daring impotence of ])ride. 

Chief of a numerous tribe, in war renowned 
My name was echoed through the lands around ; 

Placed on a giddy eminence I stood, 

Hy nature bold, by men aci'onnted good, 

For from this lofty station glanetng down, 

My heart condemned all vices but its own. 

And deemed itself a pure and hallowed spot, 

A bright exception from the general blot. 

13ut God in mercy drew me to the cross. 

And shewed my richest gain to bo but loss, 
lie bade me pray, lieard the imperfect prayer, 

Raised my sad soul from darkness and despair ; 

Ills hand the quickening stream of life hath given » 

And fed me with the living bread from heaven ; 

Though round my course conflicting billows roar, 

He guards and guides me to the happy shore, 

And gives an anchor tliat can never fail. 

Moored to the mighty Rock, and fixed withi»\ the 
vail.” 

A glow of hope, a gleam of holy joy. 

Tinged his dark cheek, and sparkled in his eye. 

But now the dreary night comes on apace. 

And blocker clouds the scowling sky deface, 
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The torrent rfiges with a louder swell. 

And sweeping blasts th’ approaching storm Ibrtel. 
Their tire the wanderers rouse, but slowly came 
From llie damp wood a pale reluctant flame; 
Sparely they diet on their slender store, 

And form witli pointed stakes a nightly door, 

On either side the central fire they spread, 

'a brar-bkin mantle on each leatj bed, 

Nor can the raving of the temper?l keep 
From lids so wearied the repose of sleep. 
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CANTO 111. 


Tiij- morning comes, but clouds of falling snow 
Obscure the beam, and veil the wonted glow, 
While not a feature nor a tint remains 
Of all that marked the hills, the woods, the plains. 
Save where between the banks of dazzling while 
The rapid torrent bounds from height to height ; 
Rut dark and dingy dyes the waters bear, 

The sparkling spray appears no longer fair, 

For all is black, contrasted with the hue 
Of glaring white that palls the sickening view. 
Beneatli that snowy mass the groves have sunk, 

It loads the boughs, and drifts upon the trunk, 
Hems round the strangers in their narrow home, 
And crowns tbe pigmy hut viTilh alabaster dome. 
While Osric viewed the scene with pensive eye, 

The Indian came, a comment to supply. • 

** Praise be to Him, the prayef of fiiith who heard. 
For wind and storm fulfil his awful word, 
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And 11(3 ulonc the burdened cloud restrained, 

Till thou, poor captive, liadst deliverance gained. 

How hud tbine own, or Zaila’s gentle tread, 

O’er yielding snow all undiscovered sped ? 
flow could my frail canoe the blast abide, 

Or stem the fury of the stonn-laslied tide ? 

Smooth thy bent brow, and breathe the voice of praise 
^ Him whose mercy crowns thy thankless days; 

And s|)ares thee yet, to learn the joyful song 
Of ransomed souls that in his temple throng.” 

Osric rejoined, with mingled pride and shame, 

“ Know’st thou not, Chief, 1 bear the Christian name i 
My earliest steps that sacred temple trod, 

My lisping tongue confessed the living God, 

The cross was signed upon my infant brow, 

And rijicr judgment ratified the vow, 

To Him whose will my thread of^being twined. 

And Him, the bleeding Saviour of mankind. • 

No other hope, no other faith I own, . 

But seek eternal life through him alone, 

For He, my righteous Judge aiul pitying Lord, 

The sin will pardon, and the good reward. 

Such is the ci’ced ray native land receives, 

Each tongue proclaims it, and each heart believes. 

But why thine own and Zaila’s faith agree 
With God’s pure word, T yet roust learn from thee.’^ 

Now to their cold but needful task they go 
To clear a pathway through the drifted snow, 
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And seek the cowering game in covert near, 

In wildness yet, unknown to man and fear. 

Witli interest keenly wakened, Osric eyed, 

J'aithful in both, his monitor and guide ; 

And rarely had the deep scanned book of men 
Displayed a theme so worthy of his ken. 

The outline of his story, sliglit and brief, 

Shewed Jacob what he seemed, a warrior chief. 
Though mantled in the simplest garb of those 
VVho rouse the woodland quarry from repose. 

While deed and word a mellow ctl judgment speak, 
The bloom of youth still glowed upon his cheek; 
And much vvas there to tell of liiieiigc high. 

The bold expansive brow, the pieuing eye. 

The mind’s deep fervor beaming from Ins face, 

Ilis port was majesty, his movement grace. 

Sedate of look, yet o’er his smile there stole 
A joyousness— the si^nshinc of the soul. 

If glance of pride, or flash of rising ire, 

Jlurst from the embers of a martial fire, 

A moment, and ’twas gone — the harsh and rude, 

13y Christian love were softened and subdued 
\'anishcd the passing cloud of native pride. 

Ere he could shake the parted locks aside, 

And raise the placid brow, the beaming eye. 
Stamped with the gentlest zeal of meek humility. 

Closed the short day, the shades of evening came. 
Again they rest them by the cheerful flame. 
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And Osric, pleased, a deep regard bestows, 

While from his comrade’s lip the story flows, 

Ilow the good Shepherd in compassion sought, 

And to the fold his straying Indians brought. 

“ My former state ’twere needless to describe ; 

I reigned sole chieftain of a warlike tribe, 

]^id when I saw my nation’s foes increase, 

1 fought, and purchased a victorious peace.* 
Youthful in years, but deemed in counsel sage, 
Jlcnown and power my every thought engage; 

Still seeking, still of all I sought possess’d. 

An aching void was yawning in my breast. 

The craving of a soul that never dies. 

And cannot live on earthly vanities. 

goaded by disquiet, I pursued 
With feverish haste what seemed the public good, 
JMy restless purpose, changeful as jho.wind. 

Wore the fair garb of love to human kind. 

Half deifled, and ruling with his nod. 

The worm Azmourai seemed a nation’s god ; 
Applauding throngs would press upon my tread, 

To war or council when the way I led, 

Or bowed in impious rites my reason scorned — 
Within all vile, and all without adorned. 

‘‘ Such was my state, when first the man of God, 
Alone, unarmed, our martial valley trod. 

Round his sweet home the eastern billow rolls, 

But love impelled him here, the love of souls. 

E 
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Not his to praise a God obscurely known, 

Or with a Saviour’s merits blend his own ; 

Not Iiis of virtue and reward to dream, 

Far other thoughts inspired liis lofty theme. 

He spoke of man, rebellious, ruined, lost. 

His pardon purchased at a countless cost. 

So dearly purchased, yet so freely given 

Uy Him who vanquished hell and opened heaven. 

Tic told, that as the branch, the leaf, the fruit, 

All draw their being from their living root, 

And severed from that root are worthless, spurned. 
Bound in a bundle for the flames, and burned. 

So nourished, so supported, and allied, 

In Christ, their root, Ilis branchc** must abide ; 
He, the true vine, the mystic sap conveys ; 

Tlnfcd by Him the drooping bough decays ; 

And man’s best work, in his Creator’s eye, 
but a shnvelleddea^, a dead deformity. 

“ ‘ Go,’ he would say, ‘ and in the fore**! near 
Plant the dry polished shaft of yonder spear. 
There bid the rootless stem to life expand, 

And \\a\c luxuriant branches o’er the land ; 

The hojie were vain — closed is each pliant pore, ^ 
The circling juice revisits them no more. 

By guilt dissevered from the living tree, 

Through Adam’s fault, so dead and dry are we; 
Nor profitless alone, for tainting sin 
Pollutes our lives, defiles our hearts within ; 



51 


Jchovah^i purity our race dii»claims, 

His justice dooms us to eternal flanieb : 

But mercy hath revealed an open path, 

A covert from the tempest of Ills wrath,* 

And day by day the oft-repeated strain 
\Vc heaid, ^ Repent, believe, be born again/ 

I With invr til'd joy I listened to the sound, 
i»ad deemed it well applied to all around ; 

My conscience loathed the crimes £ daily saw, 

My mind did homage to the moral law : 

Pleased with the code that heav*n-sent preacher taught, 
Oft by his side the lowly hut T sought, 

Approving, while he uiged his message home, 

* Forsake your sins— 'flee fiom the wrath to come.’ 

The law and reason to my view had shown 
Thiir deep corruptions — Satan veiled my own. 

** Aident m all my sclieraes, I ;^urposed now 
To plight in public my baptismal vow. 

I knew a thousand voices would combine 
To echo promptly back the tones of mine, 

For I was loved : — iny heart will not forget, 

I loved them well — and well I love them yet.” 

While to his brow his dark-brown hands he puss’d, 
A stealing tear relieved the chieftain’s breast, 

Arid all the tides of troubled memory loll 
In melting sadness over Osric's soul ; 

Short was the pause, returning peace illumed 
The Indian’s mind, and calmly he resumed. 

1 ‘2 
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“ Soon to the preacher's dwelling I repaired, 
llevealed my purpose, and my hope declared, 

With boastful smile; I pause for his reply. 

No answering hope beamed in his downcast eye ; 
Deep solemn thought was teeming in his look, 

And strong emotion struggled while he spoke : 

Tlis form he raised, his open brow displayed, 

In truth's unbending majesty arrayed. 

Awful, as one commissioned from above, 

Tender, as yearning with a brother's love. 

Calm, as unheeding aught that man could do, 

But kindling while his theme to deeper import grew. 

‘ I grieve, O chief, thy infant plan to blight, 
Thy wish is laudable, thy purpose right. 

To banish idols, and to build a shrine, 

For purer worship formed, and riles divine, 

And thus thy nation by example draw 
To own Jehovah’s name and keep his hxw. 

And if indeed the strict command he gave 
To sinful man, could justify and save ; 

If outward washing could remove the stain, 

And blanch to pristine purity again. 

My willing hand the cleansing stream should give, 
My joyful lips proclaim, obey, and live; 

But vain such empty rite, and vainer still. 

Who deem that strict commandment they fulfil, 

For though the mind assent, and call it good, 

Alas ! we cannot do the things we would ; 
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For we are carnal, vile, self-sold to sin, 

Offences multiply, lust wars within, 

While for one tarnish of corruption's breath 
The righteous law condemns, and thunders death. 

0 think not the baptismal stream is given. 

That man by pious works may merit heaven ! 

1 cannot cause iniquity to cease, 

1 will not soothe you in a treaclierous peace, 

Nor dare I seek my Master’s fold to fill 
With flocks that do not heed his voice and will. 

To heal a healthy soul he was not sent, 

Nor call the just and righteous to repent, 

Nor o’er the rags of pride to which we cling, 

A veil of specious holiness to fling : 
lie heals the sick ; He bids the outcast come 
To find a welcome in his Father’s home ; 
lie clothes the naked in a spotless dress, 

Tlie garment of imputed righteouSfless, 

And those who madly would exalt their own, 
Despise the word that makes his mercy known. 
Hast thou, Azmourai, through his teaching seen 
That thou art sick, and naked, and unclean ? 

And wouldst thou come, and lead thy kindred race, 
Poor helpless suppliants, to the throne of grace, 
And casting all self-confidence aw'ay, 

TJve on that unbought grace from day to day, 

And seek through faith alone the blessings given, 

A heart renewed, and purged from ancient leaven, 
Direction for the mazy road of life, 

Strength for the race and courage for the strife f 
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The race, the strife, where fierce malignant foes, 
Unseen, shall cross thy path, thy way oppose. 

If this be thy desire, my hand shall shed 
Th’ appointed stream upon thy favoured head, 

And may the Lord before thy spirit place 
The laver of regenerating grace ! 

May new creation to thy soul be given, 

Horn of the Holy Ghost, and sealed an heir of heaven ! 
But if thou com’st to act the trifler*s part, 

(intent to change thy creed, but not thy heart, 

If policy would make the rite her own, 

(Jrdained for penitence and faith alone, 

Oh what am I, that I should dare degrade 
Jehovah^s mission to a sordid trade, 

And with a hollow vain illusion snare 

Tir immortal souls of men, that claim my deepest care I 

** Offended and amazed, I turned away, 

Though with mild tone he wooed my longer stay, 
Withdrawm beneath the forest's twilight shade, 

Ilis words I pondered, and myself surveyed. 

I asked, could such deception dwell within ? 
Condemning sinners, could I cherish sin ? 

Dishonour and disgrace the name I loved, 

And violate the law my mind approved ? 

The barb had struck ; I felt the stern controul. 

And deep conviction laboured in my soul. 

My spotless feme and boasted virtues seem 
Tlie mocking shadows of a feverish dream, 



My outward deed^ my secret thought, I saw 
Weighed in the balance of a perfect law, 

While conscience, bursting through the riven veil, 
Viewed Tekel written on the mounting scale. 
When meted by the sinful race around, 
llighteous and pure my every act was found, 

But to the spirit of the law applied, 

} called for rocks my guilty head to hide. 

Who can declare the agonizing smart. 

The keen disquiet of a sin-sick heart, 

When God, the way of mercy to prepare, 
lleveals the hidden nest of vipers there ! 

The embryo crimes that hourly spring to life, 
Malice, and lust, and blasphemy, and strife. 
Crush one with vigorous hand ; ere that be dead, 
Another and another rears the head, 

And to the tortured soul, with poisoned breath, 
Kach whispers judgment and etarnal death. 

Slowly but surely, thus the Lord withdrew 
Tl\e mist of nature that obscured my view. 

And many a day reluctant pride confined 
From mortal eye the anguish of my mind ; 

Till, racked and wearied with accusing thought. 
Once more the slighted man of God I sought 
In his far hut, whose little lonely light 
Guided my footsteps through the gloom of night. 

Methought that narrow spot of sacred ground 
Diffused a halo of repose around. 
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For when T gained the meek abode of peace, 

I felt the tumult in my bosom cease. 

Wishing unmarked the dwelling to explore, 

With noiseless step I reached tlF unfastened door. 
The teacher sate — upon his knee there lay 
The chart that guided his mysterious way, 

The word inspired : — a glimmering taper shed 
Its downward ray upon the page he rend, 

Ihit purer light upon his spirit beamed, 

A holy joy in every feature gleamed; 

And as the starry diadem of night 

In ebon darkness glows more clearly bright, 

That Christian’s soul, illumed with peace divine, 
liy contrast deepened all the gloom of mine. 

Anon his lifted hand he slowly spread, 

And raised with sudden smile his bending head, 

Full on hib broad fair brow the taper shone — 

1 gazed and listened to *hc low-breathed tone ; 

First indistinct, then swelled in triumph high, 

Wlnle expectation sparkled in his eye. 

** ‘ Lord of all lords, of kings the mighty King ! 
Saviour, to thee the lands shall incense bring — 

Yes, from the rising to the setting flame 

The Gentiles shall adore, and magnify thy name 1’ 

He ceased ; with throbbing breast I nearer drew, 
And still reluctant met his wondering view, 

My humble guise his glad attention won, 

Ere my overburdened heart the tale begun, 
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liut oh the rapture of the smile that pUyed 
Ac loss his furrowed cheek when ill w is s ud < 

Awhile ho piobcd the wound with nccdlul caie, 

T cst aught of di|k deceit might festei theit , 

But when he saw the sell-ablioriing shame 
1 hut rent my tonsc leiice, and my soul overcame, 
While to myself my stubboin intiire seemed 
loo hard to me It, too vih to he ledccincd , 

\Viih c\ery winning call his mind h id stored 
I rom Goers own Book, hednw me to the I oid 
‘ Behold the Lamb * the spotless sac iifict, 

1 01 tlioc he suffers, and foi thee He dies ' 

Lo, the iicli stream that murdcious malu c diains, 

In the list diop from those exhausted veins, 

Shall in a tide of mercy o'er thee roll, 

And wash and puiify thy guilty soul. 

Ills dying igoiiy thy pardon wins, 

lit boic thy SOI lows, and sustairf^l thy sms 

Ills stupes have healed thee, lie was bruised to save, 

1 01 tbcc the Lord of life hath slumbeied in the grave. 

With gloiy fi uighl, behold the Conqucroi rise, 

W hilo shouting senphs throng the bending skies, 
Captivity is bound in captive chains, 

Vanquished are death and hell, and Jesus reigns* 

J 01 lebel man receiving gifts divine, 

Hark I he invites thee ; sinnei,they aic thine 
He makes repentance, faith, and hope thy own, 

Thy pirdon seals, removes the heut of stone. 

And gives, wliile confidence and love inciease, 

The spirit of adoption, grace, and peace . 
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With God’s whole armour girds thee for the fight, 
And bids Ihee more than conquer in His might ; 
Stedfast through Him, th) eveilasting friend, 

Pledged to uphold, and keep thcc to the end. 

With tenderest a< cent thy regard he wins, — 

*• Come ye who gioan beneath a weight of sms, 

My hand shall ease ye from your labouring caie, 

My yoke is mild, my buiden liglit to bear.' 

Ye homeless ciew, to want and v<oe rc'^igned, 

Naked, and poor, and hungry, maimed and blind, 

No longer through the lanes and hedges tread. 

Slam IS the victim, and the feast is spread : 

The King invites you to IIis royal home, 

The Spirit and the Bnd le-ccho, come, 

Let him who Iiclts repeat the joyous sound, 

Bear it, ye gales, the cii cling globe mound I 
The stream of life is flowing broad and free, 

Poor parching soul, ii flows to nourish thee !’ 

“ Soothed and assured by God’s unchanging word, 
My fainting heart found refuge in the Lord, 

And soon surrounded by the gazmtr crowd, 

With contrite tears before the font I bowed. 

Nor from the frowning thiong disguised 1 aught 
Of what Jehovah’s pardoning love had wrought. 

The many heaid me with a stern disdain, 

A few moie favoi red listened not in vain ; 

A little flock was gathered to the fold ; 

But rumour’s voice of rising faction told. 
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Hud I, whom conquest to my tribe endeared. 
With warrior boldness at the font appeared 
In regal pride, they had been lightly freed 
From the frail trammels of their caieless creed. 
Hut when I bent a mourning sinner there, 

My guilt and God’s compassion to dechiic, 
Fiercely against tlu‘ C»ospel*s hunibling plan 
Uose all the iii-borii enmity of man. 

Awhile m sUded murmurs they complained, 

As though disgrace the Indian name had stained ; 
And lon«g with every soothing woid I strove 
To win their souls, and to regain their love ; 

But now revolt grew loud — the council sate. 

And discord triumphed in the hot debate : 
Intestine war was nigh : the choice was mine 
To yield the sceptre, or the cross resign ; 

The Lord forsook me not; 1 bade farewell 
To the blue mountains and the verdant dell, 

The flowery chains that bind tlie heart to home, — 
\\ hat were they, balanced with the joys to come ? 
We wandered forth, a little exiled band, 

And found a dwelling in a distant land. 

Pilgrims and strangers on this rolling sphere. 
Why seeks frail man a habitation here t 
Kiiough — too much — if we possess a shed, 

Where Jesus had no shelter for His head. 

Let it, O Lord, our portion ever be 
Cheerly to take the cross, and follow thee ; 
Content, if through the wilds of woe and pain 
The power of thine arm our feebleness sustain 
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Tilt midnight tempest raged, but all was rest 
Within Iht patient Indian pciceful bienst , 

Sleeps he not well, who knows the 1 ord has spread 
A guard of angels loimd his lowly bed^ 

Nor smile in scorn — that thought is not allied 
To einng folly or presuming pride 
Such wondrous love the W oid of Truth declaie'', 
And seraphs tend upon salvation’s heirs 
Seest thou a Christnn, outcist and foilorn, 

I xposed to hatred, calumny, and scorn ^ 

Know, though embattled worlds conspiic to wound, 

The angel of the I ord encuiips iround 

That child of woe, and bnn s deliVLiance near, 

In the dread moment of diotressful fear 
W hy doubt ye this ^ ber lu^e the carnal mind, 

By nature d irk, incredulous, uul blind. 

Shrinks from tne Gospel light th it would expose 
The eoweiing ambush ( f infeinnl foes. 

And, reckless of their number, ciaft and lage, 
Would 111 ilss own t,ood sliength tht bittle wage. 
And dieams it yet un iided sh dl pievail, — 

A feather warring with the driving g^ile * 

1 en such our Osric wis, ind long he bia\ed 
With couidge undismayed, each storm that raved, 
Man was his study, nature all lus book, 

Wheme his dark view of human kind he took, 

And haughtily maintained his towering place, 

The self-appointed cen^sor of the race 
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But warily his comrade had supplied 
With skilful hand a caustic to his pride ; 
lie, an unlettered Indian of the wood, 

On the same fancied eminence had stood, 

And in the sketch that simple tale had shown 
Of Jacob's mind, the wanderer viewed his own, 
lie stiovc to trace him through his blissful change, 
Hut all was dark, and intricate, and strange- 
Amid conflicting feelings, undefined, 

One clear impression dwelt upon his mind ; 

The deed, the purport of his Indian friend 
Sprung from a motive — pointed to an end — 

His motive was untarnished, pure, sublime, 

Ills object fixed beyond the grasp of time, 

And all the tenor of his upright plan 
To God was glory, and good-will to man — 

To his own soul contentment and repose, 

A life of usefulness, a tranquil close, 

While move than hope seemed to his spirit given, 
A calm assurance of the joys of heaven. 

What was his own design ? througli certain woe 
To chace imaginary bliss below : 
flis life a vision, and impervious gloom 
Shrouding the wide domain beyond the tomb. 

llestlcss he pondered through the stormy night. 
And gladly hailed the welcome blush of light. 

The tumult of the elements was lost 
In the still, deep intensity of frost ; 
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No swarthy clouds repelled the heav’nward view, 
The pleasant vault above was clear and blue, 

And half transparent shone the dancing tide, 
"While sparkling crystal fringed each stony side. 
Now the keen frost that bound the truant spray. 
Arrests the little streams that steal away, 
Transfixed on rocky fragments ere they pass, 

They rise in slender pinnacles of glass. 

In feathery plumage seem to nod above 
In wreaths depend, spread in a mimic grove, 

<Ir fling the pigmy arch of triumph wide. 

Brittle as fame, and vain as human pride. 

The sharp rude air more vigorous life supplies, 
Bidding the nerves contract, the spirits rise ; 
Ihnboldened now, the various game around 
From covert move and try the fro7.cn ground ; 

The bear unwieldy, aiyl gigantic deer, 

With cautious step, at their invaders peer, 

Then fleetly speed away, and ns they go. 

Dash from the trembling woods a storm of snow. 
The startled birds from forth the branches spring, 
And for new shelter spread the shivering wing ; 
Braced by the air, enlivened by the beam, 

Gaily they float and flutter near the stream. 

And yield, their little pains and pleasures o'er, 
Victims to swell our travellers’ needful store. 
These, while pursuing their uncertain prey, 

W’ith cheerful converse sped the short-lived day, 
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And Osric found they journeyed to behold 
The British Pastor and his Indian fold^ 

Who far from warring tribes a spot possess. 

That piety and peace combine to bless, 

A plain whose soil a rich abundance yields, 
Where patient labour tills the fertile fields, 

While circling hills a native bulwark raise, 

And every cave resounds Jehovah's praise. 

“ Here Zaila, with her wounded sire had Hcd, 
While raging foes pursued their doubtful tread ; 
A hunter, beating through tlie woods around 
The fainting fugitives exhausted found, 

Supplied llieir craving wants with glad relief. 
And to the I'astor led the bleeding chief. 

And as beside its captive darn, the fawn 
Hnshackled trips, by filial fondness drawn, 

So fraught w’itli }oung siinplicily ^ind grace, 

His Zuila lends upon her hulur’s puce. 

The wounds were rude, and tedious was the cure, 
J3ut native courage armed him to endure, 

And native stubbornness, alas ! could blind, 

To the clear Gospel ray that chieftain’s mind. 
Like the deaf adder, from the charmer’s tongue. 
Frowning he turned away : but Zaila hung 
,On every tone that sought lier heart to move 
With the sweet theme of her lledeemer’s love; 
Yet secretly believing, she repress'd 
Before her sire, the zeal that warmed her breast. 
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'Twas so tlie preacher counselled, for a while, 

Until the Lord with pitying grace should smile 
On prayer unceasing, that besought II is might, 

To turn that sinner’s darkness into light. 

Homeward at length he wills his way to wend, 

And Zaila on his step will still attend. 

TIis stern displeasure into silence awed 
The timid vo’ce that wooed him to his God. 

With lamb-like meekness bending to his frown, 

She took the cross, sure prelude to the crown. 

Her heart was sad, yet all resigned her mien — 

But wherefore thus describe what thou hast seen, 

What thou hast loved ?— She dwelt for many a day, 

A harmless dove among the birds of prey. 

And on tli’ unhallowed spot where Satan reigned, 

A secret v^orshipper of Christ remained. 

Thou cam ’st an honoured guest, and Zaila deemed 
The light revealed ft on^ heaven would then have beamed 
On her dark country ; for she simjdy thought 
Tlic white man’s lip must of his Cod have taught. 

The hope was vain — yet pity was awake 
O’er ihy misfortunes, for her teacher’s sake ; 
llis countryman thou wert, and well she knew 
Her tribe was hollow, and their heart untrue ; 

Theb selfish policy, unjustly wise, 

Beheld in ihec some future sacrifice, 

And prized thee well. A secret envoy sought 
Our peaceful plain, and Zaila’s greeting brought ; 

Told of thy stale, and her foreboding fear 
Of treachery within, and danger near. 
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I came, and while our doubtful schemes we planned, 
From distant hills arrived that warlike band. 

Twas Zaila freed thee. To the Lord alone 
Jle praise, for all the mercies He hath shown.** 

^Vhllo side by side our hunters ranged the wood, 
Hounding o’er broken rock and rollinc: flood, 

Ostic his guide with growing friendship viewed, 

His mind with native dignity endued, 

Affection beaming in his guileless look, 

And noble candour breathing when he spoke; 

The manly soul, in peril undismayed, 

And manners gentle as the noontide shade ; 

Strange to his breast was that self-righteous pride, 

L nseemly boast conveying, ‘‘ Stand aside, 

For I am holier far.*^ Ye favoured race, 

Of faith pai takers, and renewed by grace, 

Take heed, lest oft yo lay a Ntumblfiig -stone 
Hetween the sinner and a Saviour’s throne; 

Thankful that ye are not as others arc, 

The l^liarisee remember, and beware. 

W’heic should tlie leaven, where the light be found, 
Hut leavening the lump, shining on darkness round f 
Each blending with its contrast, each with good 
Quelling the evil mind, the sullen mood ; 

Ttie chilling aspect of rebuke austere 
May blight the budding promise of the year. 
Commend with joy, rcluetantly reprove. 

By sufferance win, and overcome by love. 


y 
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O for the gentleness of Paul, who press'd 
Ills wayward nurslings to a fostering breast ! 

Whose heart, to yearning tenderness awake, 

A curse could welcome for his brethren’s sake, 
Excusing others, while himself he paints 
The clnef of sinnets, and the least of saints. 

Now Jacob deems, that, from obstruction freed. 
The frost-bound earth invites them to proceed : 
Isquipments meet they hasten to prepare. 

The smoke-tanned covering of the slaughtered bear, 
To form n double guard from piercing cold,— 

Hard poinUd staves their h i'Meps to uphold, 

Wide spreading shoe to rri*ss the yielding snow, 
Whore dangerotn hollows i u^ht be voiltd below, 

A store of IliiitH, uiid pouches well supplied 
ith game, or iiewdy dressed, or firmly dried. 

A few ^huIt dn>s, and the) lorsake the spot, 

Yet turn to gaze upon their suow-cap])cd cot, 

And list once in('ro to the enlivening sound 
Of llie rude waieis that unheeding bound ; 

For tyrant winter in his sUTiicst mood 
Could never ipmo eudnun that spoitivc fiooil. 
Whence come the pungs that Osric's heart assail ^ 
Wliat linked him to the narrow frozen vale ? 

Who taught their riiuged dwell* ng-place to wear 
Aspect so sweet ! Th* son of peace was there ; 
And such the charm of hcuven-doscended peace, 
Her breathing bids tl | war of passion cease 
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In rebel hearts that pass her quiet cell, 

While half they sigh, “ Here it were good to dwell V* 

Now steriPier tasks the travellers’ strength demand, 
With slippery step they mount the frozen land, 

Or through the mazy forest labouring go, 

Surrounded, heddod, canopied with snow. 

Unequal patlis deceive their linking tread, 

And crystal showers descend upon their head, 

For when they pluck th’ opposing branches by. 

Ton thousand spars fall gliUering from on high. 
AVhilefrom each pore the toil-drawn moisture steals, 
It turns to frost { their very breath congeals 
No respite muat relieve that panting breath, 

They may not |)ause, for here repose were death ; 

Yet nought from Osric’s lip one murmur drew» 

To him *twas welcome all, for all was now. 

As evening foil, a warmer spot tluy found, 

Where firs of fadeless gr».tu stood rhi^ti iing round 
Each loaded bough its feathery fieighi resigns, 

Rends to their will, and in a fence entwines ; 

They clear the narrow ground, extend the skin, 

And slowly raise the lingering flame within, 

Then take a «hoit repose, and speed their way, 

Uqog ere the mellowing cast proclaims the day. 

A mighty plain hefoie thtir >ight is spread. 

Heaven’s spangled arch is sixtclud above their head. 
The moon is hoveiing on the diatunt west. 

And more than half-c\tinguisi)ed glides to rest, 
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llevealing whei’e a ridge of mountains high, 

In dark, dim outline, breaks upon the sky. 
Througli frosty ether viewed, the stars appear 
Intensely brilliant, beautiful, and near; 

It seemed as that resplendent vault would show 
Her new-born myriads to the world below. 

The bla/ing orbs their shifting rays combine. 

In throngs so vast, and lustre so divine. 

Vet no increase was there of native light, 

Kihcr more pure unveiled them to the sight. 

So, in Jehovah’s great accounting day, 

\V hen each delusive mist is purged away, 

And truth, unclouded, bursts on mortal eyes, 

Ilow many to eternal joy shall rise, 

And sparkle like the stars, who now pursue 
Their willing task, obscured from public view. 

And, like the stream that glides beneath the ground, 
Hid the rich fruits of righteousness abound, 
Themselves unseen — unnoticed they depart. 

And no man lays their destiny to heart ; 

Vet in the Lord they rest, for they are llis. 

Their works shall follow to the world of bliss, 

And though the earth be wrapped in endless night, 
Their splendour shall abide in everlasting light. 

How wistfully the mourner’s tearful eye 
Rests on the softness of the starry sky ! 

’Fhose gentle fires, so kindly, brightly glow, 
("ontrusted witli this cold, dark world of woe, 
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The pensive soul such socred music hears 
In the majestic movement of the spheres. 

The wounded heart so opes to drink tlie balm 
Distilling in this little hour of calm, 

1 would not bid a human voice intrude 
At such mute season, with reflection rude. 

But seek the Lord, in deep and silent prayer, 

To^meet the heavenward gaze, and fix it there, 

And lead it on, by paths to man unknown, 

Through the bright barrier to the brighter throne. 

While countless fires above our pilgrims glow, 
IJnbullicd whiteness veils the plain below, 

A mimic sea, whose every hillock gave 
The semblance of an undulating wave, 

And tracks where rapid deer hud ploughed their way, 
Bose like a curling ridge of foamy spray. 

The western hills supplied a rock^ coast, 

Tiie rest was in the dim horizon lost. 

It seemed a desert, where no vital breath 
Could long abide ; the very realm of death. 

Day came and went, and night returning found 
Our patient travellers near the utmost bound 
Of that wide plain ; Aurora’s nortliern beam 
Breaks on their path, with light and changeful gleam, 
A tall and radiant column first it stood, 

Wliose base was resting on the darksome wood, 

Then, quickly spreading on the dazzled sight, 

O’er the broad heaven expands a sheet of light ; 
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Now in a thousand forms evolving parts, 
li) glittering spear and blazing arrow darts. 

Now in a yellow lambent ilainc decays, 

Tlieii emulates the suii, and sets in vivid rays. 

For ever lovely, and for ever new, 

Oh how can nature pall upon the view ! 

How at her charms ran sickly fashion sneer. 

The worldly slight them, or the pious fear? 
Though some there be, by rigid scruples taught, 
To deem e’en flowers and stars with peril fraught, 
(io thou, and learn of David to descry 
The glories of the Armament on high, 

God’s works and wonders in the mighty deep, 

Tn earth, and all tliat on her surface creep; 

Yea, wisol} ponder in thy frequent thought, 

How fearfully he hath Ihy body wrought ; 

And learn of David’s^ Son the lesson given, 

In lilies of the flcld, and fowls of heaven : 
Creation typifies redemption’s plan, 

( fod gave his marvels to be marked by man ; 

He who beholds them with regardless eyes, 
(.'ontemns the hand that formed them as unwise. 

So thought the Indian Chief, and aptly drew 
Some sweet instruction from each passing view. 
Philosophy and native taste combined, 

Enriched with all their treasures Osric's mind, 
But Jacob’s spirit, taught by God alone, 

With light so pure, and joy so holy shone, 
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Sucli glowing thoughts his simple faith inspired, 
Ilis wondering comrade listened and admired. 

And bore unconscious witness to the word 
Of holy writ, “ who teacheth like the Lord 

Succeeding suns in watery splendour rose, 

Ere their long task was tending to a close. 

Then smilingly the Indian spoke— “ At length. 
One trial more of courage and of strength 
Will place us on a safe and pleasant road. 

Whose windings open on our 'sweet abode. 
To-morrow’s tlawn upon our sight will beam 
In bright reflection from a mighty stream. 

Whose frost-bound surface shall our steps uphold ; 
That past, three sleeps will bring us to the fold/' 
Short seemed the fleeting day that cheerly led 
Through a thin forest their enlivened tread, 

Hut Jacob inly trembled, when he saw 
Unwelcome tokens of the humid thaw; 

Tlie crystal rind that wrapped the branches round 
Bursting untouched, was strewed upon the ground, 
Unwonted dew stood on the flngery leaf 
Of each green spruce, as in prophetic grief, 

And, for the biting breeze that sharply came, 
Uneasy languor steals upon the frame. 

** Haste, with redoubled speed," the Indian cried, 
This moisture will unchain th’ impatient tide. 

A short delay, all art and strength are vain, 

Our only prospect now the stream to gain, 
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Lie Irom their briltlo bound the waves find \cnt — 
No game is here — our slender stores are spent 
Onward, with spetd ** — they uigcd their rapid way. 
Nor paused for respite at the dosr of day ; 

And while the night in gloomy blackness reigned, 
Weaned and sad, the nvei’s brink they gamed ; 

To the dark east the) tinned then steadfast gaze. 
And, sUepless, watched to greet its lingciing riiys. 
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CANTO IV 


Auooe of sin and woc^ polluted earth! 

Thy palaccb resound with guilty muth ; 

Thy cities echo to the mingUd ciica 
Of lamentable want, and shameless vice, 

( lime, disappointment, fear, and sorrow, stain 
The rural cottage and the sylvan plain , 
rnbndled cruelty, and lust, and blood, 

Tix the deep dye upon the savage wood : 

Sin fetters all who draw the vital breath, 

And flings the captive to his followei. Death, 

Who gnaws the fondest ties with luthlcss fang, 
Ihirsts the divided heart, and triumphs in the pang. 

•And can it be, that, to so daik a scene. 

So hateful, so rebellious, and unclean, 

The kind regaids of pitying love are given 
By the unsullied, blissful hosts of heaven ? 
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Yes, angels hover o’er this dying world. 

Where floats redemption’s banner wide unfurled ; 

And when some guilty mortal turns to look 
ill faith on Him the sinner’s form who took, 

Strains of new joy through (lod’s high dwelling sound 
^ An angel’s hymn, “ A long-lost child is found I” 

And when that ransomed one, with failing breath, 
licnds to the slingless dart of conquered Death, 

The seraph guards their dying charge enclose, 

A fiery bulwark from assaulting foes, 

Catch the low whisper of his parting moan, 

And bear the spirit to Jehovah’s throne. 

That shining host in bright array were drawn, 
Where Jacob waited for the early morn. 

While many a brow encircled by a crown 
Was racked by furies, on a couch of down 
The radiance of celestial peace o’erspread 
Tile snow that pillowed that poor Indian’s head ; 

And sweet communion with the Lord he loved 
Assured his soul, and every fear removed. 

Cheerly he rose, at morning’s feeble beam, 

And hastened to exploie the treacherous stream. 

In summer-tide, when light-winged zephyrs blow. 
Those waters rolled majestically slow ; 

And, lashed by autumn’s gales, with prouder force, 
Yet all unruffled, held their silent course ; 

But wlien rough winter would their speed restrain, 
Indignantly they spurned his frosty chain, 
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Rising in wrath, and swelling to oppose 
The hand that seized the billows where they rose. 
And fettered them in ice : the waters breathe 
Their angry murmurs in the depths beneath, 

And raging to resume their wonted sway, 

With ceaseless friction wear the links away ; 

And if the humid air awhile befriend, 

In fierce revolt their prison bars they rend, 
Scalier the broken wrecks, and gushing rise, 

W^ilh loud acclaim, to greet the favouring skies. 
In triumph premature; the despot reign 
Of iron frost awards a firmer chain ; 

But long the fissure and the gap will show 
That lurking peril still abides below, 

Warning the ventrous pilgrim to forbear, 

Nor rashly plant a step unguarded there. 

VVith folded arms, the pensive Jiidian eyed 
The yet unbroken surface of the tide, 

With heedful ear he caught the h'bllow sound. 
Gazed on the heavy mist that floated round. 

Then, while submission marked his placid look,- 
To Osric turned, and, sadly smiling, spoke: — 

** Still on the water floods Jehovah reigns. 

The hollow of his hand their bulk contains ; 

, At his command they spring from depths below, 
Stand when he speaks, and at his breathing flow; 
Tis He alone the pliant stream employs, 

When life it nurtures, or that life destroys ; 
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And as He wills to bind or loose the wave, 

This river yields a passage or a grave. 

Tis ours with care the prudent path to choose, 

His to direct, and bless the means we use ; 
Deliverance may attend our onward way, 
Destruction surely triumphs in delay/' 

Now struggling in the east, the rising beam' 

Athwart the vapour shoots a dusky gleam, 

The mist ascends, yet long the landscape shrouds 
Beneath a canopy of curling clouds. 

The steadfast gaze might dimly trace below 
A dubious line, a broken ridge of snow; 

Unequal, indistinct, that outline gave 
The utmost boundary of the frozen wave ; 

No farther view would the dull morn unfold, 

'Twas vapour all, in swelling volumes rolled. 
Towers not a mountain there, in lofty grace, 

While vassal clouds aje floating round its base ? 

The mountain disappears, the clouds unite. 

And new illusions moc\ the wearied sight, 

While Jacob seeks a landmark, meet to guide 
Their dark and venirous way across the tide. 

As warily along the bank they go. 

The Indian spoke — Such is man's path below ! 
Before his reckless foot a gulf is spread. 

And mists impervious roll around his head. 

No guide, no guard, through the dim maze is given. 
Save the unclouded beam revealed from heaven, 
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And IIg who bade the light from darkness shine, 
Has promised, * seek it, and it shall be thine.’ 
That word unknown, neglected, or forgot, 

Man will not seek it, for he loves it not. 

Yet on he fares, self-confident and proud, 
Embodies and adorns some fleeting cloud 
With fancied good, gives it a sounding name, 

And calls it Ijonour, pleasure, virtue, fame, 

Keeps the deceptive shadow in his eyes, 

And, hopeless, in the fond illusion dies, 

Dies in his sin : — as fails his struggling breath, 
The armed law drives home the sting of dcatli, 
And shows the phantom he had served so well 
A painted mask upon the mouth of hell. 

The mighty, and the noble, and the wise, 

Truth’s lowly garb and simple speech despise ; 
And soon, dread retribution ! such shall hear, 
From mocking fiends, the everlasting jeer, 

While templing forms of glory and delight, 

In gay succession, dance before their sight, 

And the loud cry by withering anguish wrung, 

^ One liquid drop to cool this flaming tongue !' 

Is answered by the fierce tormentors’ jest, 

And distant hallelujahs of the blest.” 

^'With sudden pause bis listening friend be eyed, 
** Lo, liere \vc venture on the brittle tide ! 
Perchance ere yet the sun yon mist o'erpowers, 
Death, judgment, and eternity are ours.” 
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Osric undaunted smiled ; Then farewell life, 
Farewell to disappointment, pain, and strife! 

Clad in a thousand forms, from day to day. 

Hath the grim tyrant scowled u])on my way, 

And still unmoved I gazed upon his brow ; 

I feared him not, nor do I fear him now. 

Wedged in the ice above, or whelmed beneath, 

A few short gaspings, and we cease to breathe ; 
Nature, our mother, yields a peaceful grave. 

And cradles us within the rocking wave ; 

Our lofty funeral vault, the spacious sky, 

The whispering breeze our endless lullaby. 

Let thundering tempests rave in upper air, 

They cannot break our quiet slumbers there, 

While the slow moving finger of decay, 

Defacing, steals each lineament away. 

Well may the wearied frame, the cure-worn breast. 
Hail such serene repose, and deep unbroken rest!” 

“ Can dreams so wild thy parting spirit cheer ? 
('on wisdom's earliest lesson, learn to fear. 

Is death a silent sleep, a closing night? 

No, 'tis the flashing of eternal light 
On the astonished soul, when rent away 
From its dark tenement of breathing clay, 

It launches forth on space without a bound, 

Ten thousand legions of immortals round 
To gaze upon the guest : a thronging band 
Of stern accusers, who their prey demand. 
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Here spreading in our path the wily snare, 

Proclaiming each forgotten trespass there. 

Poor naked soul ! const thou Jehovah meet, 

In darning fire upon the judgment seat, 

When earth and ocean all their dead resign, 

And trembling flee away before that face divine ? 

Can thy stout heart endure, when forth is brought 
The long full roll of each unhallowed thought, 

Each deed of darkness, all thy words of pride, 

Thy squandered time, and talent misapplied ? 

Kiiow'st thou for whom expands the gulf of hell f 
For whom yon vMiiting bands of demons yell f 
That place, by angels and by men abhorred, 

Burns for the people who forget the Lord. 

Of Cod's presumptuous foes the common spot 
Is, their Creator they remembered not. 

And if a fiercer flame, a keener fang, 

Be yet reserved, theirs is the Irebhtl pang 
Whose unbelief a Saviour’s name witlistood, 

Despised Ilis cross, and trampled on His blood. 

Less wretched they of Sodom’s sulph'rous fire, 

Of impious Sidon, and of purple Tyre, 

Than those who turn away their heedless gaze, 
lien Ciirist the banner of his love displays, 

Resist the grace His striving Spirit brings, 

•A^ grovel in the mire o# earthly thing«i. 

No more with dauntless front thy Maker brave, 

But know thyself, a sinner and a slave. 

Cast down thy rebel arms, and bow the knee 
To Him, whose blood alone can cleanse and set thee free. 
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O that the conqii’ror, with resibllcss hand, 
Would bend that stubborn iicok to Ilis command 
Flash on thy spirit witli conviction bright, 

And on thy darkness pour llio fount of light! 

11c hath not met thee in the stormy blast, 

Nor in the fire, nor rocking earthquake passed : 
Percliaiicc the whisper of the still small tone 
May reach thee yet, and there the Lord be showm 
And if thy quailing heart no more desire 
To brave almighty wrath, untempered fire, 

Kneel, ere the path of peril yet be tiod, 

And cast thy soul upon the Son of God, 

Jesus, the sinner’s hope.” Then bending low 
In the deep hollows of the softening snow, 

While Osiic, in despite of swelling pride, 
Abashed, with head declining, knelt beside, 

He prayed— << O Thou, the K\erlasling One, 

Thy name be hallo w'eu, and thy will be done. 
From men below, and shining hosts above, 
Klernal praise be to redeeming love 1 
’Tis to that love alone we make appeal, 

O be it thine to pardon and to heal ! 

And may llie Spirit, with uimttcrcd groan, 

Waft oui weak cry to thy colcbtial throne, 

And bid the «wect response our bosom fill, 

‘ Fear not, thou worm, for I vfti] help thee still.’ 
Be with us while we cross the treacherous stream, 
And if it be thy will, our lives redeem ; 

But if entombed beneath the gushing wave, 

Slay from the pit, and rescue from the grave, 
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The forfeit souIjs, that know no hope, no plea 

But the high ransom paid, lliou bleeding Lamb, by thee/ 

Now with the quick de'^puteb of anxious care 
The stake they sharpen, and the thong prepare ; 

Broad even slips, cleft from the stoutest Iiide, 

Selected warily, and firmly tied, 

They coil, and fix upon the lengthy pole. 

And soon beneath their tread the sullen waters roll. 
The Indian leads the way, his piercing eye 
And cautions foot the rugged surface try, 

(111 tiptoe raised^ he drives with forceful blow 
His trusty staff deep through the drifted snow; 

And still the stubborn ice repels the shock, 

Umnoved, unbroken as the solid rock. 

Slow but vsecuro, they gain the central way, 

And the long line of distant shore survey, 

That bunks the mighty stream ; tlic stone is bare, 

And trickling water's find a channel there. 

The Indian strikes, and marks with boding pain 
A murmuring echo rise — be strikes again, 

More loud and hollow comes tlf unwelcome sound, 
The ice in faint vibration trembles round, 

111 that still pause which ventures not to breathe 
lie hoars the struggling current chafe beneath, 

.Ai/i notes that in the distance gurgling swell 
A laic of deeper four, and wilder peril tell. 

Then Osric spoke, ‘‘ Delay is idle here, 

Speed with swift pace the sheltering shore to near ; 
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brittle, but yet mu left, the frozen plain 
May the light form and rapid step sustain.” 

‘‘ Jt cannot be,*' the Indian cried, “ for lo. 

Beneath yon bank the stealing waters flow, 

And infancy itself, with playful bound, 

Would pierce the surface of the deep profound — 

Hiuk to tliat sudden swell!** and while ho spoke, 

With echoing cradi the frail enclosure broke, 

As smote by giant arm ; it bends, divide'^. 

And high upon the heaving waters rides. 

The rugged fragments, whelmed and crushed, aud men, 
In wild confusion by the torrent driven, 

Form many a scattered heap, and fresh between, 
Bending their circling course, the victor waves are seen. 
The giddy wrecks opposing currents hurl. 

Tossed on the tide, and swallowed in the whirl. 

Now elemental war is raging loud, 

A storm of hail breaks from the sweeping cloud, 

That blinding deluge hides the fiiendly shore, 

Beats on the rattling ice, and swells the roar. 

Still had our pilgrims* fiimer wedge withstood 
The fierce assault of each succeeding flood, 

Though angry waters, raving as tliey pass, 

Tear the thin edge from the diminished mass, 

But hark I a louder crash— and gliding slow, 

Borne on the rolling cataract they go. 

Poising their frozen raft, which, deep and wuh , 
Unwilling floats upon the compiering tide. 
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No word tliey spoke ; for who shall utterance dare 
When Cod’s tremendous outstretched arm is bare ? 
When lie in thunder speaks his sovereign will, 

Man, lordly man, must tremble, and be still. 

And still are they: in awful pause ihey'staml 
Heuealh the shadow of Jehovah’s hand, 

Which girds them round, ami holds at fearful bay 
The spirits of the deep, that clamour for their prey. 

On goes the crystal bark, with gratings hoarse, 

An unseen pilot guides its reeling course ; 

In vain the roaring waters chafe around. 

In vain the freejuent wreck, with thund’ring sound, 

Is dashed and rent upon its jilunging sides ; 

The wave it masters, and the shock derides, 

The adamanliue keel, with changeless form, 

Still cuts a broad dark furrow throi j,h the storm. 

The clouds, disbnrtliened of their liquid store, 
Uecrdiiig now, unveil the welcome shore, 

And brighter beams to the glad sight display 
The firm enclosure of an icy bay. 

Where all subdued a limpid current glides, 

To lave with silent stream the massive sides. 

Across their way the friendly crescent bends, 

And an arresting arm so wide extends, 

Tfiey cannot fail, when slowly drifting nigh, 
lly one bold feat to gain the land and liberty. 

Each sparkling glance the glowing thought bespeaks, 
And Hope’s young smile half dimples on their cheeks ; 

o 2 



84 


But I'ar that spreading bay and shore appear, 

And sucrour is remote, and danger near ; 

For still the fretful eddies wheel around, 

The waters gush, the whirling fragments bound. 

And llie choked stream still threatens to delay 
Then labouring course, and bar their Oliv^ard way. 

And now the raft is turned with wavering sweep, 

And now it rests, among a sliapelcss heap 
Of frozen wrecks, in thick disorder piled, 

Uising like mountain -crags, abrupt and wild. 

And forming, as by sight unpractised scanned, 

A rude but solid pathway to the land. 

1'lien first the voice of man unfettered broke 
Tiirough llio loud wath’y tumult, Osric spoke — 

Amid the choice of perils how' decide? 
l’(t scale this rocky bridge, or here abide ? 

Von tumbling spars, lliat crowd with clashing din, 

Fie long shall wedge our brittle bulwark in. 

And lingering death ensues ; — what brave we more 
"I'lmn speedier death, if hasting to the shore 

“ Tempt not that faithless bridge !— the shattered mass 
Will p.iit, and plunge thee lietidloiig ere thou pass. 
1'Ve‘^h eddies shall engulf, and currents strew 
'riioso lesser blocks of ico, and thus renew 
Our slow but certain progress ; here abide 
Willi patient mind ; the Lord will yet provide.’' 

“ Then rest thou here, and mark while I explore 
Yon path, inviting to the rocky sliorc ; 
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If haply thou bchold’st me rescued there, 

Then follow me, and if I fall forbear. 

Oppose me not ; — bold enterprise may gain 
Th(^ meed that timid caution seeks in vain ; 

Or failing, this unfruitful life of mine. 

Shall be a willing forfeiture for thine. 

Blest to preserve thy being’s useful span : 

Azmourai, Jacob, true to God aiid man. 

Farewell!’' — and bounding o’er tlie narrow deep, 

With venturous step he mounts the frozen l)cap. 

The Indian marks the deed with flushing brow, 

** And shall 1 pause, and sec thee perish now ! 

In darkest peril Zaila’s charge forsake? 

(ien’rous and rash ! thy doom I must partake,” 

Ills lujavy mantle at his feet he flings, 

Poising his staff aloft, and lightly springs. 

Fleet as the mountain goat he bc^nids along, 

And hurls with nervous arm the whizzing thong 
In Osric’s path : he turns his wond’ring view 
VVlierc the bold Indian’s stops his course pursue, 

Who passing, smiles, Subdue thy roving pride, 

And deign to follow : — I am still thy guide.” 

Through the wide maze their winding path they wreathe 
• 'Jhe loose, unsteady fragments quake beneath ; 

And from their base the growling murmurs creep, 

As roused, unwilling, from a short-lived sleep. 

And now they glide afar, and parting show 
The wild and gloomy gulfs that gape below, 
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Unlike the frozen raft, a glassy field, 

Tiiose rolling blocks no equal surface yield, 

Awhile they shine above, then dive away, 

Like ocean-inonstcrs sinking mid the spray ; 

And barely can the ru]>i(l step speed on, 

Lre the last moment’s frail support is gone. 

Lo ! where the patiting travellers, side by side, 

Press one weak block : — it breaks and they divide ! 
And where is Jacob? In an eddy strong, 
liornc on a whirling wreck, he spins along. 

And disajipears. Osric with desperate leap, 

Of life regardless, springs from hea]) to heap, 

Slung by remorse, and goaded by despair, 

Ills only wisli the Indian's fate to share; — 
lleckloss where lies his path, each nerve he strains, 
And the firm ground, unmoved and thankless, gains, 
[Mounting a rock, whose rising peak displays 
The widest range to hii impatient gaze. 

Abruptly darling through his cloudy screen, 

The sun now breaks upon the dazzling scene. 

Strews rainbow lints upon tiie crystal wrecks, 

And with a silvery foil the water decks. 

Nor tint nor beam was fair to Osric's view, 

One lone dark speck his fixed attention drew : 

And is it life ? or doth fond fancy give 
Creative power, lo bid that object live ? 

It moves— it heaves ; — down from the rock's moist side 
Once more he launches on the imprisoned tide. 
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That bears him well, and still the cheerjng ray 
Illumes, and guides him on his eager way, 

To where with pallid brow and gasping breath, 

The Indian miekly wails the bail) of death. 

Ron! in the mighty crash, that spot reveals 

here through a narrow cleft the water steals, 

And hero a transient rest the Chieftain found 
Fiom hib wild condirt with the waves around ; 

For long with dauntless mind and daring hand, 
lie bore thorn down, and slruggloil for the land ; 

Ry wary skill oft -hunned llF impending blow, 

Rent the wide ciicnit round, or dived below; 

And oft lo boaid that frozen plain essay od, 

Rut still the brittle verge Ins giasp betrayed, 

And mocked bis hope ; till, wounded and overspent, 
He learned the shelleiing cieck that hssureleut. 

in his loclli retained, the stubborn thong 
Had drawn a remnant of bis stoif along, 

And now across the narrow slroamlcl spread. 

That rod bustains his aim and drooping head. 

Propped on the solid ice ; and, thus u])raised, 

While with calm eye on heaven’s clear vault he gazed, 
Yet half engulfed beneath the greedy wave, 
lie soemcd a living tenant of the grave. 

With what triumphant joy our Osric bore 
His faint and wondering comrade to the shore, 

Whose soul, already winged, and blithe to go, 

Seemed loath lo turn, and tarry yet below. 
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And there abide. O be it thine to own 
The Lord hath led thee by a wny unknown, 
Straightened thy crooked paths, and d(*iij;ned to shine 
Upon thy darkened o>o with rays divine ! 

Thine may it be, tlirongh rolling years, to grace 
With brigiiter gifts, my vacant dwelling-place, 

With shepherd care my lillle flo(“k to keep, 

And where J sowed, do thou the harvest rca]). 

I'lien follow me, Methinks I can survey 
The dawn that ushers in salvation’s day ; 

That beam is rising in thy troubled breast — 

'Jhe Lord hath blessed thee, and thou shall be blessed. 
Snatched from an idol world, preserved to prove 
Redeeming mercy and clmstising love, 

The dewy showers of grace shall melt thy soul, 

Made willing in the day of His supreme coiitroul.^’ 

Again the silent enrjh is wrapped in night, 

And heaven is spangled with her lamps of light. 

Their twinkling beams have glanced on .facob’s bed, 
And, half revived, he rears his dying head. 

Now' bear me forth ; these lonesome shores have rung 
To many a wild disdainful death-song, sung 
By warrior captives : hicatli this scanty wood 
The dwellings of a warlike nation stood, 

And here (he fiends who joy iii mortals’ woe. 

Have bade the lip blaspheme, the life-blood dow ; 

The victor and the vanquished here supplied 
With racking cruelty, and hell-born pride: — 
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Oh lei one Indian Chief his deatli-song raise 
la these bleak regions, to Jehovah's praise!’' 

Horne frotn the narrow hut, be lies n?clineil, 

Ills dark hair streaming on the midnight wind, 
Kai’th, sky, and water, spread before his view, 
While thus he greets them with a calm adieu 
“ Ye rolling tides, that heave theeryslal wave, 

\ e rocks lliat glitter, uii<l woods that wave, 
Farewell: — }Our little day will soon be o’er, 

And li<[uid flame your eraekling wrecks devour. 
And ye, resplendent orbs, who still proclaim 
Throughout this heedless ball th' eternal name, 
And, elo4UCully mule, to all below', 

Declare Ills glory, and llis wonders show', 
iw’ii }e shall fade — these heavens shall pa^s avvav, 
And nature one terrific blank displ.w, 

Heft of her gorgeous majesty and pride, 

And, like a tattered garment, cast aside. 

Nought shall survive of this stupendous plan, 
Nouglil but the naked soul of trembling man : 

And where shall I, a helpless sinner, flee? 

O let me find my hiding-jdace in Thee I 
On Thee, O Lord, my burtlionecl spirit oast, 

My Alpha and Omega, first and last. 

"Belore this earth emerged from pristine shade, 

£rc the foundations of the hills were laid, 

Then, Lord, wert Thou ; the Fallier’s best delight, 
Dwelling in rays insutferably bright, 
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Kacli bending angel, as Iby praise he S’ngs, 
Conceals Ins dazzled eye beneath his wint^s. 

Y< seiaphs turn, unveil the wondering i>a/L, 
Suspend the song, and pause in deep amaze, 

Toi lie, eiowhile in heavenly powei array e«l. 

Is now a moital babe, in a Hide manger laid, 

7'1h k, for the balk hijahs of the sky, 

Th( pale, fair Virgin (haunts her lullaby, 

And stiives with hobV arm to ward away 
Till rough intruders fiom his couch of hay , 

I nr rudely piessing nigh, the hungiy beast 
( hums from that nanow tub hi. woiilcd fca«il. 

No more fiom cluiub bps, the hynm^. usound, 

Ihii o\in low, and ciincls snoil aioimd, — 

And wherefore thus why en ihv cuaiuH cartli, 

A windhing outcast from thy mystic hiilh, 

Loid of unnumber’d worlds! — why hast thou boriu 
7’'lu barb of calumny, *thejtCi scorn, 

The hcioe temptation, and the p mg ot woe. 

Till shuiUVniig cliead, the agouizinc: thioe, 

The wile ot trcaeheiy, the felon's doom. 

The butlet and the scouige, the cross and tomb ? 
Had not tliy slightest beck, thy glancmg eye, 
Suinmoned a thousand legions tioin the sky. 

And the stem hit of thy bidding bulled, 

Down to the deep-most hell this rebel world — 

It such thy wilP — but thou hast bowed the head 
And di tun’d the cup, and slumbcied with the dead, 
Ami 11 . ’n — Yc seraphs shout the joylul strain, 
Feho thou earth, the Loid is risen again ! 
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Behold the mighty victor homeward ride — 

Unbar th' eternal gates and fling them wide, 

And who shall close them now ? I come, I come. 
Through that broad entrance, to my Father’s home. 
Heir of immortal life through faith revealed, 

Bought by tliy blood, and with thy Spirit scaled, 

My Lord, 1 come. — O let my failing breath 
Uesound thy name e’en in the gasp of death, 

Jesus — Uedeemer!” — and the soul had flowm. 

To meet the Lord of life, in that triumphant tone. 

The glazing eye was closed, and Osric lay 
Immoveable as that unconscious clay ; 

A deep and fearful awe, a sullen grief, 

Spurned far the aid of slumber’s soft relief. 

The flame expired, the hours unnoticed rolled, 

A loneliness so drear, a chill so cold 

Fress^ d on his aching hov'rt, that^iought beside 

Miglit claim a feeling, or a glance divide, 

Till dawn appeared with mournful puce, to shed 
Her blue sepulchral light upon the dead. 

If thou would’st blunt the edge, and calm the smart, 
Of disappointment’s fang and sorrow’s dart, 

Quell mortal fear, disgrace and want abide, 

* Shhme thy rude lusts, controul thy daring pride, 

And still the war of passion’s angry breath. 

Go gaze upon the leaden brow of death. 

It is a book of wisdom, written plain 
By Him who never traced a line in vain. 
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Deck fis thou wilt that slern and ghastly hue, 
Disguise with laurels, or with roses strew ; 

In vsilken gear the rigid limbs unfold, 

O’ertop with waving plumes, and crisp with gold — 
'Tis yet the face of death, and yet must thrill 
Through thy cowed spirit with a boding chill. 

The sweetest tongue that ever knew to pour 
The flood of eloquence from learning's store, 

In all the flow of breath, could never speak 
So well, so wisely as a clay-cold clieek ; — 

And when the glance of morning, chill and pale, 
Tourt rayed in livid lino^ that awful talc 
On the fixed traits of death, and feebly shone 
To light the eartldy house whose* guest w is gone ; 
That scene so de(*ply stamped, in Osric's thought, 
Tlie seal of life on every truth lie taught, 

It seemed as though In'- heaven-a})pointed guide, 
NV'ho lived to teach, hpd to enforce them died. 

\Vitli heavy step the silent wanderer goes, 

A grave to hollow in the firmest snows 
lleneath a bank ; then from the lifeless breast 
Sti ips the broad girdle and th' embroidered vest ; 
Ills rugged mantle wraps around the dead. 

And gently sinks him in his lonely bed. 

One last, lontr, farewell look : — and must he part * 
Uesistless grief is heaving in his heart ; 

And yet, amid the struggles of despair, 

A new triumphant joy is rising there. 
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Ifalf-oped within his soul, Faith’s infant e)o 
Kens the bright mansions of eternity ; 

Can they bo Osne's ? yestcro\e ho heard 
Incredulous his friend’s prophetic word, 
Aug’ring the good he willed ; but now desire 
Kindles to prayer, and hope augments the fire. 
l^ehold, lie prays! be<«ide the lowly grave, 
lie calls on One omnipotent to save. 

O louder fur tlian echoing thunders, roll 
The feeblest wailings of a new-born soul 
On the great Father’s ear: that cry can quell 
Satanic rage, and daunt the hosts of hell. 

The conUite sinner’s prayer a tone hath given 
< )f molod) more full to all the songs of heaven. 
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C ANTO \ 


SvuT IS the Stibbitb e\e, to liiost who Ik id 
Tht lcin]>lcs of th( Lord, aiul love to spicul 
rhcii w ints and woes bcfoie bis footstool tluir, 

C onfess Ills bounty and his phi'll ilu liic 
A little Hock, led by then Shepherd’s h vud, 

W ho know Ills voK t , * lul bow to his command 
And bUf h a fold of simple sheep un*- found 
On the wide plain, by lulls enrompuss d lound 
And such a l*astoi un the Lord approved, 

11 used holy hands amid the Hoik he loved, 

And scatteied on the c dm unruMlid aii 
Th’ accepted imcnst of his cvcniin> pi^yei, 

V\ ithin a iiomely fane — ^The moon’s }ouiij^ h^ht 
Was softly stealing round the bri^w of niglit — 
But stronger la) s the oily tapers shed, 

^^he^e the nth stores of wisdom hy outspread. 
And one of darker hue and Indian speech, 

The truths of that puie record lose to ttaeh 
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Beside, with cheek reclined upon hib hand, 

Sate the white father of the swarthy band, 
ho trasniled for their souls: his eye of blue, 

And shining front, and locks of silver hue. 

Bespoke the ancient MisMonary guest, 

The Indian’s friend, Apostle of the West. 

\\ ith pensisc smile, and mock declining head, 
lie listened while his dark-haired pu]ul read. 

And seemed to say, as those glad accents cease, 

'' Lord, now thy servant can depart in peace. 

Since to the Cicntile lands thy light is shown. 

Thy tiuth proclaimed, and thy salvation known.” 
Slowly he rose, the portion to divide , 

To e\ciy rase and e\try soul applied 
The sustenance of life — and mildly grave, 

The warning uttered, and the counsel gave. 

No bieatli was audible, no motion i^roke 
The deepening stillness while tlv# Teacher spoke; 
The balmy softness ot his theme distils 
Like llcrmon’s dew on Zion’s circling hills , 

Awhile lit dwell upon th’ eternal word, 

Then humbly kneeled, “ now let us ••eek the Lord ” 

lie prayed for all, but chief for one beloved, 
ho far amid the wintry desert roved 
, To find d wandering sheep— to Him he prayed 
M ho came to seek and save the flock that strayed, 
That he would guard the pilgrims through the wood, 
Safe from the foe, the tempest, and the flood, 

u 



Unharmed conduct them to that sacred dom^^ 

And gather them in a celestial home. 

Whence came that stifled sob 1 down many a cheek 
The rolling tears a brother's love bespeak, 

But one there is, low iu a shaded plaoe, 

Who deeply in his mantle veils his face — 

A stranger he— his hand and chesnul hair 
An alien to the Indian race declare ; 

Vet from his breast the struggling sorrow breaks. 
And all his frame with keen emotion shakes. 

And now the patriarchal blessing given, 

Slowly the aged minister of heaven 

Moves through the filial throng, a broader light 

Shews the advancing wanderer to his sight, 

And tlic> have met — the gazing crowd divide, 

And now enclose them in a circle wide, 

Jloding some ill unknovsm ; but not a note 
Can >ct find vent from OsnVs swelling throat. 

He ha‘'tes upon the simple bench to lay 
The girdle and the vest, and turns away. 

Near and more near, each awe-struck Indian draws, 
Hut yet no voice hath broke the solemn pause — 
Though Osric's trembling lip and panting breath, 
Too well and truly tell the tale of death. 

The Pastor's cheek hath turned to ashy while, 

Those well-known objects swim upon his sight; 
Now his thin hands arc raised in silent woe. 

And now they clasp upon his silvery brow, 

W'hile the unfettered sigh is bursting loud, 

And low lamentings echo from the crowd. 
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The Pastor turns, their risiug griefs to quell. 
And bids a hymn of holy triumph swell 
To Him who rent away th* envenomed sting, 
And crushed the conquests of the gloomy king. 

Now Osric welcomes each enquiring eye, 

To each fond querist gives the full reply ; 

And all have parted, in their huts to dwell 
On the sad tale of him they loved so well. 

The wanderer in the Pastor’s tranquil home 
Kecounts the fate that led his steps to roam — 
Tim shipwreck and the coast his lips describe, 
His long sojourn among the savage tribe ; 
Ayuta’s falsehood, Zaila*& vent’rons deed, 

And Jacob’s faith, in rapid sketch succeed. 

And last, and half reluctant, came behind 
The new convictions of his wakening mind. 
With tearful smile, the good old Jl’aslor hung 
On sounds so long unheard ; his native tongue 
Tiy native taste rctined, and wondering viewed 
The mighty vanquished, and the proud subdued, 
While eac h event, his labouring thoughts retrace, 
And yield new glory to the God of grace. 

A band of Cliristian brothers have withdrawn 
TcAv’rd the wide river with the earliest dawn ; 
Marshalled in willing pilgrimage they go 
To bear their chieftain from his grave of snow. 
And give, in his lamenting people’s sight, 

'Ihe last sad honours of thefun’ral rite. 

n 2 
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The spot they know ; and Osric stays to rest/ 

Ills worn and weary frame, the Pastor's guest, 

W hose converse time redeems with sacred skill, 
hile love and wisdom from his li))s distil. 

Jo\on«! he If 11s, how, led by patient toil, 

Hath teeming plenty crowned that snow-clad soil. 
U heie dinted rocks the long dchuncc rung 
J'ho from the softened earth a harvest sprung. 
These, from their sandy beds reluctant torn. 

In sculpture rude the sylvan town adorn, 

To the light hut a iiim foundation yield, 

Uestrain the tide, oi bound the narrow field. 

“ Down yondi r slope, with smiling cols arrayed, 
A langhd foicst fiowmd in twilight shade; 

here gardens bloom iii cultured beauty fair, 

The seipcnt bred, and foxes foiined the lair 
On noisome weeds : tit' she-wolf growling trod 
Wheie that light dome o’eitops the fane of (*od. 

“ But sweeter yet, the rose of love adorns 
A soil where sprung conleiUioii’s briery thorns : 
.Subdued by potent grace, no more abide 
The glooms of hate, the stubborn rocks of pride. 
No longer thrive the noxious weeds of sin, 

I'he desert smiles, and all is calm within. 

Infernal tyrants quelled, and peace restored, 
Man's heart can yield a temple to the Lord, 

The heart that still, in nature’s hand, had been 
A den of vipers and of beasts unclean.'' 
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Say, \'thcrefore doth resistless sin controul 
The high aspirings of a deathless soul, 

And evil in her serpent folds embrace 
With wide polluting stain our lordly race ? 

Tells not the form erect, the musing eye, 

Of loftier birth, and prouder destiny, 

Than the dark fortunes of each earth-born slave ; 
A captive in the womb — a victim in the grave 1’^ 

“ A little lower than the angels found, 

Yet with superior glory man was crowned ; 

Pure in his nature, royal in his birth, 

lie rose, sole monarch of the new-made earth. 

The brightest seraph in Jehovah’s train 
Was formed a servant — man was born to reign. 
Stamped with the image of th' eternal mind. 
When the first parent of the human kind 
In native majesty unsullied slooi^ 

The Lord belicld him, and pronounced him good. 

‘ IVIe as thy God and Father still obey, 

And rule the earth with undisputed sway/ 

^Twas in such terms the high commission ran 
From heaven’s great King to his vicegerent man. 
Turn to the sacred page— let that unfold 
How wretched Adam his possession sold ; 

Sold, — for such bribe as man may blush to tell, — 
flis reign to Satan, and his soul to hell. 

Dooming sad myriads with his tainted breath 
To inborn guilt and everlasting death : 
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for all our race in Adam was contained, 

And fell in him, with one transgression stainecL 
The light of holiness was quenched by sin, 

The foe admitted, fixed his throne within ; 

The sire a bond-slave, could the sons be free? 

(irow wholesome fruits upon apois’noug tree? 

That foul rebellion into ruin hurled 
Creation’s work, and wrecked a beauteous world : 

Bade dark corru])tion like a deluge roll 
On nature’s form, and man’s immortal soul, 

The impress of the God it dared effiice. 

While evil, only evil, filled llis place.” 

‘‘If helpless thus, from every good estranged. 
Divorced from God, and to a demon changed, 
lire yet the mind can list to reason’s voice, 

Ponder the end, and fix the awful choice, 

Why cliidos the Lord?,jhis creature can fulfil 
Nought but the dictates of his sovereign will.” 

“ Hush to thy proud retort! 0 man beware, 

The tempter lures thee to a deadly snare : 

^^*ould*st thou explore, with dim and blinking eye, 
(5od’s fathomless decrees ? to Him reply : 

Thine erring reason's flimsy web forego; 

The Lord hath said it, and it must be so. 

“ Yet mark, how dawning sense, throughout our race 
Tlie bondage seals, confirms the deep disgrace. 
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See waywilrcl infancy its monarch choose^ 

Prefer the evil and the good refuse. 

Ere from its lip the lisping phrase can flow, 

See malice, envy, flush the polished brow. 

See baby lust extend its eager grasp, 

The one forbidden toy intent to clasp, 

Impatience, rage, and dark rebellion shroud 
The cherub features in a sullen cloud. 

Go, Disputant, and in the cradle scan 
Each embryo wickedness of fallen man. 

** Or leave thy fellow’s heart, and view thine own, 
Canst thou the tyrant’s willing chain disown ? 

Who first on thine enamoured sight unfurled 
The gorgeous banner of this painted world, 

And bid the worthless toys of sense and lime. 
Outweigh the treasures of a heavenly clime ! 

W as it not he who turned thy youthful gaze 
From the bright beams of truth’s meridian blaze. 
And bade thee choose the false and meteor glare 
Of human wisdom, fancy, folly, care? 

Was it not he who drugg'd the sickening draught 
Of mortal tenderness thy lip hath quaifed, 

And wrung the poison in that honied bowl, 

Sweet to the lip, but anguish in the soul ? 

And when thy Eden of delight was lost. 

Who sent thee idling to a foreign roast, 

To seek a shade ? and when Jehovah’s hand 
Snatched from the wreck and bore thee to the land ; 
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Who closed the lip, strung the unbending Ihr^b, 

That could not move in gratitude to Him, 

Thy Lord, thy Saviour — shame on human pride ! 

Who fill’d with perfidy thine Indian guide, 

Mocked thy proud hopes, procured that shameful doom. 
And thought to close thee in a sudden tomb, 

And bear thy spirit to the dark domain, 

Where victims like thyself gnaw the eternal chain ? 

The Lord hath saved thee from the fowler’s snare. 

The J^ord hath led thee with a father’s care, 

He reined the storm, dispersed the tainted breath 
Of pestilence, and marred the aim of death. 

And yet how long thou wrought’st thy stubborn will, 
Preserved by miracle to brave him still 1 
And oh, how long the slighted voice of love 
Thrilled on thy ear, and sought thy soul to move, 

Ere thou wouldst turn, forsake the beaten road, 

And view the gate thatjed thee to thy God ! 

Yes, man is vile, a self-devoted tool 
Tn Satan’s hand ; his purchase and his fool — 

But man may rise from ruin : thou hast viewed 
One in the image of his God renewed, 

And seen, in that believer’s parting breath, 

How faith can triumph over sin and death. 

“In martial might, in human virtue proud, 
Azmourai tower’d above the savage crowd : 

Each kindlier feeling dwelt within his breast, 

A native produce or a welcome guest ; 
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Adoring thrdhgs his every deed approve, 

Light of their eyes, and centre of their love, 
lie fought, and conquest sate upon his spear ; 
lie counselled, and prosperity was near. 

Ambition ruled his soul ; he joyed to reign 
Tlie prince, the father of his native plain, 

And rather hud he heard the knell of death, 

Thau the low lium of disaffection’s breath. 

“ 0 ne'er can the remembrance fade away, 

Of the stern gaze, the menacing array, 

The bristling spears, the nicely balanced dart. 

Winged for the llight and all prepared to part, 

The narrowing ring that round the chieftain press'd, 
W'heii the baptismal stream was trickling on his 
breast. 

The self-abasing portraiture he drew 

Had roused tlieir rage; they could not brook to view 

In him, the good, the noble, and tYie brave, 

A pardoned sinner and a ransomed slave, 
llis people were his all, no other tie 
Twined round his heart or shone upon his eye ; 

They were his heritage, his regal dome, 

His fiilher, mother, children, wife, and home; 

And them he gave ; his graceful head he bowed 
Beyeath the clamours of the raging crowd, 

And when a faithful band their will made known 
To quell th' opposers and restore his throne, 

A secret fugitive he sped away — 

Yet more than conqu’ror— from the ripening fray, 
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Lest eager friends and stubborn foes should roll 
The charge of blood upon his shrinking soul, 

O wond^rous power, a stony heart to change, 

And man from all his native self estrange 1 
Had the proud chief, ere yet by grace subdued, 

In glory or in love a rival viewed. 

His soul had kindled into vengeful ire, 

And blood alone had quenched the scorching fire ; 

Yet when he heard thy pleading lips declare 
Thy love to Zaila, his revenge was prayer. 

Through midnight shades he <«aw the maid depart, 

The lone defencelc‘^s treasure of his heart, 

And broke a murmur forih, as then lie bore 
Thee, his unconscious rival, from the shore ? 

Or did a deed, u word, a glance betray 
One jealous pang upon thy lengthened way ? 

This last great triumph over self was given, 

To crown the fight, and ripen him for heaven, 

“ O friend so gently kind, so meekly sage, 

The staff, the solace of my bending age, 

And shall my failing eyes no more behold 
Thy shepherd love amid lliis weeping fold ? 

\Vilt thou no more my awful burden share, 

Trim the weak lamp of faith, and raise the hand of prayer? 
Wilt thou no more my wandering thoughts recal, 

Cheer when I droop, and lift me when I fall ? 

No more to rouse my slumbering soul withdraw 
Tlie veil, and shew the terrors of the law : 

With sweet assurance all my doubts remove, 

Or pour the cordial of a Saviour's love? 
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^Vilt thou no more— ye sinful sorrows, peace ; 
'Lord, bid my hope revive, my murmurs cense. — 
Dare I rebuke thee? thou hast claimed thine own. 
And placed that priestly king on an eternal throne. 

“ His was a lot above the common race, 

A sterner conflict and abounding grace : 

Yet many, in the humble flock around, 

If theirs the trial, were as constant found ; 

Heirs of a faitli as pure, a hope as bright, 

And meet partakers with the saints in light. 

'* () let me. Lord, in wondering joy adore 
Thy name, who led me from my native shore ! 
Taught by thy Spirit, by thy love constrained. 

And by thine everlasting arm sustained, 

E’en I could from the mighty rend the prey. 

And bear the captives freed by thge away. 

Thrice blessed privilege ! for thee to feel 
Hunger, and thirst, and nakedness, and steel,' 

The dreary wilderness for thee explore ; 

And where the living surges wildly roar, 

To cast the (^ospel net, and to thy hand 
Present the tribute of a heathen land — 

The first-fruits off’ring— Lord, before our sight, 
The fields arc teeming, and the harvest white ; 

And shall it fall, and perish on the ground, 

For lack of reapers? bid the summons sound ; 
Send forth a missioned band, ordained of thee. 
And let the armies of the mighty flee 
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Before the beauteous feet of him who brings 
Tidings of peace and joy from thee, the King of kings. 
When shall the tide of soft compassion flow 
O’er the sad story of a brother’s*woe, 

Throughout the polished race ? oh when shall love 
To human kind, the selfish bosom move, 

And musing crowds in solemn wonder scan 
The priceless value of the soul of man ! 

Av’rice would ope his chest, and folly pour 
Her glittering trinkets in the sacred store, 

And send, where Christian foot hath never trod, 

A peaceful host to fight the battles of their God. 

“ On us be all the peril, shame, and toil, 

But let thy household. Lord, divide the spoil, 

And the broad blessing share: 0 now inspire 
Thy gathered churches with intense desire, 

And fervent supplication ; bid them pray 
For us, who bear the burden of the day, 

The brunt and fury of tlie combat prove, 

Far from the soothings of the friends we love, 

Far from the hallowed house of thine abode, 

And sweet communion with the saints of God, 

To them so free ; O tell them we explore 
The dens that echo to the lion’s roar, 

Our foe and thine:— we come to wrest away 
From his terrihe grasp the helpless prey, 

Ourselves as weak, as impotent to save, 

Frail as the leaf, unstable as the wave. 
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r 0 tell them how on burning sands we trail 
The blistered limb, and drink the poisoned gale ; 

Pant in the shadeless ray, and crawl to sip 
The stagnant drop that curdles on the lip ; 

Or count, in weariness, and want, and woe, 

A night of months beneath a dome of snow : 

While, still beset with unbelief and sin, 

A sadder, drearier winter glooms within ; 

The strong temptation and the fiery dart, 

At hand to wear the flesh, and wound the heart, 

Let them in thought our wasted forms survey. 

And think they hear us murmur, ‘ Brethren, pray/ 

And do thou hear, in heaven thy dwelling-place. 

And pour unmeasured forth the golden stream of grace!'’ 

Six days are gone ; the sun retiring throws 
A glance of light upon the sparkling snows : 

Hie gathered groupc are J?adly gazmg still. 

On the pale outline of the eastern hill ; 

For there a distant speck the semblance gave 
Of a dark sea-bird on the crested wave. 

And plainer now, the deepening line extends, 

And down the sloping path-way slowly wends. 

Kaeli on his fellows gazed, no word was spoke. 

The thought was seen, the soul was in the look. 

,WiUi one consent they form in long array; 

Close by their path tlie Pastor’s dwelling lay, 

They pause not there, but passing wave the hand, 

Full well he knows the purport of the band ; 
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Fast in his aged eyes the tear-drops swell, 

Yet for a smile he struggles, “ It is well.'” 

And while he totters forth on Osric’s arm, 

The Christian's hope would human grief disarm ; 
Oft from his lip the broken accents fall, 

Of meek submission ; “ He is Lord of all. — 

He lent, and shall he not resume? — The same 
In mercy,— judgment — glory to Ilis name I — 

It is His children's privilege to lay 

Their all on Him, and trust Him though he slay 

The chastening rod is felt by every son ; — 

It is the Lord, and may His will be done 
Thus in short phrase the soothing word he speaks, 
But hectic pain is flushing on his cheeks ; 

And often, as the winding train he spies. 

The lip will quiver, and the sob will rise. 
Approaching now, the low lament they hear. 

In soft sad cadence l^reathing on the ear; 

And as the plaint in measured numbers flows, 

The sighing breeze responds each lingering close. 

“ No more we speed thy bounding step to greet, 
Light as the roe, and as thine aiTOw fleet ; 

Nor deck thy lowly hut with duteous care ; — 

A dark, a lonesome dwelling we prepare. 

Azmourai ! brother ! can thy people’s cry 
Uesound so near, nor move thee to reply ? 

And must we shroud in solitude and night 
Thy form beloved, from our reluctant sight ? 
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“ Alas ! Ijow soon upon tby blooming day 
|l’he blast hath blown, and witl)ercd thee away ; 
mie sweetest flower that graced the dewy morn 
jBeneath a noon-tide blight untimely shorn. 

“ Oft, oft regardful of our weeping song, 

The plain and valley shall thy name prolong, 

And bid the hills with solemn echo tell, 

IIow in the dreary wild their pride and beauty fell/^ 

Lamenting thus, the mountain’s foot they gain, 
And meet their Pastor on the darkening plain. 

The bier they rest, and mutely parting show 
The cold still object of their artless woe. 

O’er that pale form the aged mourner bent, 

** My son, my son no other word fo^iiid vent, 
llis streaming tears the faded visage steep; 

A glad relief; but Osric could not^weep. 

His burning liand upon his brow he press’d, 

And self-accusing anguish wrung his breast. 

Tliat inwaid pang the pitying tribe could read; 

They raised the bier and motioned to proceed ; 

And while they bore the sitcred freight along, 

In mingled chorus rose a loftier song, 

The silver moon-beam brightening on the plain, 
JL'rests the tall trees that bow responsive to the strain, 

** Joy to the victor, whose unearthly sword 
The combat dared, and triumphed in the Lord ! 
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Called to receive an everlasting crown, 

Before the bleeding Lamb he casts the trophy down. 

“ Though loved and lost, not ours the pang of those 
Whose earth-born grief no heavenly balsam knows : 
Wc would not call thy spirit from its home, 

Where sin assails thee not, and sorrow cannot come. 

And when the trumpet's awful note shall sound, 
The dead to summon from the teeming ground, 

E'en these, the mortal wrecks that pain the eye, 

Shall rise to light and life, and immortality. 

Hid in the kindred dust from whence tliey came, 
Sown in corruption, weakness, and in shame, 

We know these feeble clods of eartlj shall shine 
Pure, incorruptible, immortal and divine. 

< 

“ Where then thy triumph, Grave ? and where thy sting, 
0 sullen Death ? what terror dost thou bring ? 

We burst thine iron band, and soar on high; 

Glory to Christ the Lord, who brings us victory !” 

Full many a rolling year hath pass'd away 
Since rose upon the breeze that funeral lay. 

And childrens' children press upon the sod 
Where sweetly sleeps the old white man of God. 

But if thou will'st to list the simple tale 
Of the dark Patriarchs in that lonely vale, 
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Their falt’ring lips in broken speech can tell 
Of one who ruled them long, and loved them well ; 
Whose life reflected, like a lucid stream, 

The splendors of his cver-during theme. 

Whose arms of love through all the nations reached, 
Whose lowly spirit bore the cross he preached, 

W’hose glowing zeal, in mission ardour bold, 

Assembled many in that sylvan fold, 
lie lived to feed, to sheller, and to guide 
That cheiished flock, and in tlicir ])osom died. 

Then will they guide thee to a broken crag, 

W’hcre waves the woodland vine her verdant flag, 

Ami Ihd u turf-clad mound ihy notice claim. 

And rudely sculptured rock, impressed with OsnrrV 
name. 


And canst Thou pause, while sin and wrath abound, 
And darkness reigns, ami souls are dying round? 

Canst thou with close ui»d niggard hand withhold 
The .slender pittance of tliy snaring gold, 

^Vllose rust may as a canker cat away 
"J’hy lingering hope in the tremendous day 
W hen conscience re-awakens at the w’ord 
Of^steni ajipeal, “ What ow'sl thou to my Lord ?” 

W here are the two prolific Talents, given 
To store thy coffers in the bank of heaven ? 

Those Talents witli abundant produce fraught, 

Thy TIME and meaims, what interest have they brouglit? 


1 
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Turn not— from this appeal thou may^st not flee, 

The solemn query is addressed to Thee. 

To Thee who readest, Thee who hear’st the tale ; 

To Thee whose every earthly stay must fail ; 

Whose present joys, the baubles of an hour, 

And secret griefs that now thy peace devour, 

Shall fade to nothing thou, who soon must stand 
Before the Lord, with that unnumbered band 
Of souls that battle in the glorious strife, 

And souls that perish for the broad of life, 

And souls that for a toy their birth-right sell, 

And slumbering souls, tlmt dream till they awake ir 
hell. 

() may the Lord, who yet shall ooiuiucr sin, 

Whose strong right hand shall yet the battle win. 

May He with thundering call thy bulwarks shake : 

And if thou yet art sjeepiug hid thee wake; 

And if thou hast poured forth thy scanty store. 

Bid thee increase, abounding more and more; 

And if thy secret prayer nseends on high, 

Swell that weak murmur to a mighty cry. 

O for the startling call of faith! that knows 

To rouse the Lord, and give him no repose 

Till lie, responsive to the voice, again 

Bends tiie blue vault and comes in majesty to reign*! 

Then earth her bright attire shall don once more, 

The bridal robe that spotless Kden wore ; 

Then tenfold day shall burst upon the gloom ; 

The thorn shall wither and the flower shall bloom ; 
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The thousand tribes of ocean, air, and land 
Pay willing duty to man’s mild command, 

And he the homage of creation bring 

Tlirough Zion’s golden gate to Zion’s dazzling King. 

^or Zion, when her towers shall bear 
That name ineffable “Tin: Lord is there.” 

The Lord of life, death's gloomy path who trod, 

The man of sorrows — the eternal God 1 

Not hid, as when his clond-wrappcd glory shone 

tn mystic guise above the golden throne, 

But visible, unveiled as when of yore 
Througli Zion’s streets the felon cross he bore, 

Ills feet, Ins wounded feet, shall press again 
The soil once crimsoned by his flowing vein. 

Beneath Ins pierced hand the world .shall bow, 

And all earth’s diadems shall gleurn upon his brow, 

O labour now, improve thy little span ; 

I'ull soon will cease the puny work of man, 

I'or He wlio deigns thy feebler aid to own, 

Lre long shall lake bis power and rule alone. 

And thou rejoicing in thy lot wilt stand 

hilc his bright sceptre waves o’er every land ; 

And the rcsjdcndent stream that issues forth 
From his higli throne, o’erspreads the yielding earth : 
And as in lunar tides the sounding sea 
O’er barren sands bolds his majestic way, 

The ocean billows of his glory roll, 

And his salvation’s song resound from pole to pole. 

I 2 
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Here will T rest me, on the mossy batilc, 

While the soft breeze that rustles through the boughs 
Of this antique aud well-remembered beech 
Shall sadly eommuiic with me of the dead. 

It was her favourite spot ; but she is gone 
Whose presence was the soul that lighted up 
Each beauteous prospect into double life : 

She came to this fair scene a poor recluse, 

To hide her head from an unfeeling world, 

\nd sink in calm oblivion to the grave ; 

\ gentle summons reached her from her Lord, 

V messenger of love, who warned her home 
Uong a painful path by slow degrees, 
knd cheerfully she went ; she did not ask 
'or length of days in such a weary world, 
iut bore the cross, the anchor of her hope, 
ladge of her faitli, and pledge of her salvation ; 
md whensoe’er she bent beneath its weight 
he called upon the Lord, mighty to save, 
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And felt the everlasting arms beneath, 

Supporting and defending. She ]M)I5s^•s^C(l 
A mind whose ehoids, like the .Lolian liarp, 

Uesponded to the lightest brieze that sigheil. 

And once she made her ['aradise un earth, 

Loving its Iransitorv hhss too well, 

I’ntil tile lint le reeds whereon she lisined 

llroke, and the fragnn nls piereed her. Then she turned 

To Him who eannot fad : upon the rock 

Her fortress hnihling, and reposing there, 

In patient evjicctution of the call 
'riml suimnoned licr to everlasting pence. 

The voice of former days perchance would come 
As the low eadcncc of the distant hymn 
Steals o’er the evening sea; and faintly shone 
The memory of their joys, like the [lale beam 
That ghniees all iinfell ujion the tide. 

Long had llie blazing rjy, the blaekeiiing eloud 
In rapid alternation tri\irnplu‘d there, 

And storms had ploughed the troubled surface oft, 

Till He who walked the (Jalilean sea 

ihissed o’er llie toiling waves, and bade them lest, 

In deep nnhroken calm ; revealing noiiglit 
Save the refleelion of a proini,*e<l heaven. 

(inenehed was the meteor beam of enrllily hope, 

Hut still the ]iole-slar of the Gospel slionc, 

And glowed more bnglitly through the shade, — 

Slic knew 

This spacious world had not a joy for lier, 

Save those, which, planted by the hand of faith. 
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Mi^ht rise imlooil on oartli, but could no inoro 
Till il(alh triin'i|d:inU‘d llicin to blotmi in iK-avcn. 
Yo, '‘lie is ‘ione : — but shrouded in iny heart. 

An 111 a liviii'j;- M,’pul( lire, she he**, 

And in the silent solitary hour 
jMutlniiks I could iitduck the st*|»ulelire, 

And gaze upon iny treasure — fair in ilealh, 
lake the cropped rosi* dira\ing on the stalk, 

Aud fragrant as flic scattered leaves. 1 love 
Tlie ineanesl object that lier eye has scauiitd. 
Above the splcinlours of the brivihtest scene 
That never cany hi its glances. All are here, 

All that she loved to gaze on — they remain 
Unchanged and smiling yet: the liitie liowcrs 
That gem the grassy slope, and waving shine 
With mimic beauty in the stream that glows 
With their reflected hhishes : roses, pinks. 

And ilauntiug pionies, and tulips^.iy, 

With the dark foliage of the classic leaf, 

Laurel and bay ; and willow drooping s;ad. 
Wooing the idle wave that ripples on, 

Unmindful of her charms, and then expands, 
Rolling with broader bend through yonder mend, 
And laves the base of a majestic pile, 

Glorious in ruin, where in sterner days 
The arm of feudal miglit rested secure, 

And centuries in their sweep have scarcely hurled 
Half of their ponderous fabric to the dust. 

One heavy mass, the fragment of an arch, 

Rent by expU^km, to the river fell, 
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And turned the waters from their native bed 
With separating force ; the streams divide, 

And either speeds unwillingly alone, 

Till, far beyond, they meet and part no more. 

There dwelt some e.hord unbroken in her heart 
Tlmt vibrated to such a theme as this, 

And owned a sad similitude within ; 

Some pang untold, or only told to Him 
Who bent beneath the burden of our woes, 

That He might solace us with sacred balm, 

And tell us all we should resign on earth, 

In meek obedience to His holy will, 

Ilia treasury would repay a thousand fold. 

Oft have 1 seen lier look upon the tides, 

Pursuing them in their divided course, 

Till lidos responsive swelled in either eye, 

And heard her breathe, yin such a mournful tone 

As echoed to the cadence oT the stream 

The thought that rose within her us she gazed. 

K*en now, all lonely as I sit, and list 
To the .soft rolling of the .stream, nietliinks 
I hear her gentle accents mingle there. 

She loved the watery world ; the humblest spring 
That creeps along the vale, had charms for her, 
Rut in the grandeur of the mighty main 
Her very soul seemed wrapt— and when the storm 
Heaved the vast billows from their dark abyss, 
And burled tliem to the sky, nor roaring wind, 

Nor thunders peal, could fright her from the scene, 
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She called it nature’s majesty, which man 
Could never ycl depose — his impious touch 
Had spoiled the enrlh of many a {goodly grace, 
Levelled tlm nionntniu, felled the towering oak, 

And rent the bowels of the penccful soil. 

He binds a galling fetter on the neck 

Of all tliat breathes below; from the poor worm 

That dies in torture on ihe barbed honk, 

To the strong bull, whose mangled lip must yield 
Diversion meet for his unpilying eye ; 

The noble steed llmt sinks beneath the lash ; 

The lordly lion pining in his chain ; 

And man himself, in shameless barter sold 
To slaveiy, and cruelty, and dentil, 

To glut bis fellow’s avarice and jiride. 

This fair creation writhes in bitter throes, 

Beneath liis sway, and for deliverance groans, 

But ocean scorns him. — J.o, the fciiiows rise. 

And roar defiance on his shrinking ear; 

In conscious impotence the tyrant speeds 
From the iucursivc wave, or wildly tossed 
In some frail bark upon that boiling surge, 

Reads in the volume of the sheeted foam 
A tale of swift destruction. Where is now 
Thy boasted charter? whither wdlt thou turn 
For glad deliverance now ? where but to Him 
tVho winds his pathway through that awful deep, 
Who rides the ocean as a steed, and lays 
A curbing hand upon his tossing mane. 

And chides him into peace ? Wouldst thou be heard 
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And succoured, in the helpless hour of need 
Oh, then beware 1 hold thy permitted rule 
In gentleness ; the merciful alone 
May look for mercy at the hand of Him 
Who knows the measure that yc mete withal, 

And seals in vengeful wrath the tyrant's doom. 

Amid the shining attributes, that blend 
A living rainbow round the throne of God, 

The emerald still prevails; the soothing tint 
That clothes tlie summer landscape; 'tis the hue 
Of mercy that embraces earth and heaven ; 

And os the distant flock on yonder hill 
Oop from the verdant sod a full repast, 

Or slumber unmolested in the shade 

Of the green spreading bougii, so mercy yields 

The food, the shelter, to our mortal frames, 

And nourishes the souV to endless life. 

Thai flock hath furnished many a moving theme 
For converse on the love of Him who spreads 
His tender mercies over all his works. 

Poor simple peii'^ioncrs 1 how oft they flee 
The careful hand, outstretched to fix the seal 
TImt marks them his how prone to wander forth 
Frotn the safe pasture to the howling waste, 

And w'hen recovered by the swam, and borne 
On bis kind shoulder, how the thankless fool 
Will strive and b](?ut, as though his tender limbs 
AVere writhing underueath the lion’s paw! 



Oft ha\'* I seen mj lo\cil conn uuoii smih , 

By ghtl tvpeiitncc (huq 1 i( to UUss the aim 
Tint folds the flocks, and kids the w indcicr hoim 
() ic^t, Ihou uilful truant, she %\cukl su), 

Th) shepherd b( us thee bv i pitli unknown , 

A w i) Ihy sli i^^lin^ steps could in vir find , 

He b \T^ Iluc fiom a sullen wihiinuss, 

\Muit ihnsU sinds ibound, ind pois nous weeds, 
lo i fill pi 111) , shtuUd fiom tiu lie it, 

An I slulterid turn the stuim to veid in? nn ids, 
W hcie the me uuhnn, sire indi t I <1 s ih n^ 

^^o r i\i nine, lx ist of l re y c in cut i ih ii , 

No seerft lenom woik , — the Ksened ll ik 
Siiatfhcd fromthr lion s jiws, and g theiid home. 
Dwell then sd urc h( m ilh the shcpheid s e\e, 
\Miose picscnei ^lads ilum, and whose Under lov( 
I oinis th( sv^eel sunshim of their duudliss di) 

O kt iM t thtii ll c w( ik b(l«\ci s i\c, 
though ni t fi jm all Ins eiiing n iluri dccnicrl 
Most fui lo view, most meet to ifst n| on, 

Ami borm dong i new mjsteiious jiath, 

Ihnnji „looiii> di sorts, over baiiin loek , 

A id eioss tIu tluinderint, loi ents l’ ul o 1 1 whelm 
U all desolating swiep the woiks of man 
J Lt him not shunk, i i tnnihlr it thi stem 
Mi^s Shepherd be irs lin j — k imd his f< i bk form 
Ih Mmiv^hty, eveil islnv arms irr spiead, 

Ihe fool whieh in i Is th it desert < innot err 
Ihe bosom wl rie li< rests his hlid f( r liiru , 

\iid the cicir d M oid, whose h it bron^ht 
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Light from primeval darkness, life from death, 

Is pledged to guide him safely to the fold. 

Woe to the hireling I woe to him who deals 
With niggard hand, the stipulated dole 
On each returning Sabbath, and surveys 
With cold indilFhcnce the neglected flock ; 
Assembled to receive the bread of life. 

And fed with husks, or scantily supplied 
With hotter nutriment, then left to roam 
Unnoticed through the week ; to crop the blade 
Of specious poisons on the world’s dark waste, 
And wander herd less in the lion’s haunts, 

A prey to his dcsouring lage. Attend, 

Ye hirelings; listen to the awful threats 
Israel's (ircat Shepherd has recorded — Woe 
To llioni who food theinsolvos, and not the flock ! 

Yo oat the fat, and clothe you in the wool, 

Ilut tend ihrm not; nor strengthen tlie diseased, 
Nor heal the Mck, nor bind the smaiting wound; 
That whii h was chased away ye bring not back, 
Nor bcck tin* wanderer — they arc straggling wide 
On till* lihMk hills, a prey to every foe. 

Yc faitlilcs** shepherds, hear Jehovah’s word. 

Is this the flock I purchased with my blood. 

And bade you feed ? and shall my vengeance sleep 
While famine wastes them, and the prowling w'olf 
Scatters, and tears them i tremble at the sword 
Tlmt glitters o’er your guilty heads ! the eye 
That pitied not my sheep shall waste away ; 
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My lliunderholt shall blast the cruel arm 
That would not gather them. How will ye face 
That fearful hour, when, at the bar of heaven, 

They testify against you, and display 

Their famished forms, their fleeces stained and torn, 

Unmeet to enter the celestial gates, 

Where nought defiled can come : will ye endure 
To hear that question from the Judge’s lip — 

‘ Where is the flock T gave; thy beauteous flock?' 
How will ye bear the overwhelming weight 
Of blood upon your heads ! the blood of souls ! 

The screams of anguish, the exulting taunts 
Of fiends that plunge them in the lake of fire, 

While through the hollow regions of despair, 
Reproaclies endless, never-ceasing groans, 

Echo from tortured spirits — lost through you!” 

Oh lliut they would consider, lyid be wise, 

And foci ilic lofty privilege they bear, 

Ambassadors for ( hrist, vvho gives to them 
The reconciling ministry ; by them 
Beseeching guilty man to turn, and live ! 

»And some there are, thrice blessed of the Lord, 
Whose meat and drink it is to do Ills will; 

Who love their Muster's sheo]), and would resign 
Their very lives to feed and nourish them. 

And e'en with such a shepherd have I walked 
Through the green valley where his flock was spread, 
And sweet it was to mark his tender love 
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For every feeble lambkin in the fold : 
lie knew them all, and warily he watched 
To shield them from the perils of the world, 

To turn their steps from every devious way, 

And lead them to the still pure stream of life. 

He wept in secret o'er the wayward bent 
Of their corrupted nature ; — oft he fell 
Before the footstool of the Lord, and prayed 
With all the fervour of a wrestling soul, 

That He would send His potent breath to breathe 
Upon these withering bones, and bid them live: 
And then refreshed by prayer, and strong in faith, 
He sallied forth upon his daily tusk, 

Seeking each lowly shed, and from his heart 
Sending the Gospel salutation — ‘ Peace,' 
Sometimes perchance the son of peace was there, 
And there the blessing rested, there diffused 
A softer cairn throughout the poor abode, 

Where the diseiple of his Lord sojourned. 

But some polluted walls could not afford 
A spot to court the dove's unsullied foot, 

And then the peace returned, and nestled close 
In the kind bosom which had sent it forth : 

Like the tliin vapour, by the earth exhaled, 

Which rises to the sky, and finding there 
No certain habitation, falls again 
111 fertilizing rain, and dews the ground 
From whence it sprung ; yielding a rich increase 
Of cool refreshment in the hour of drought. 
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With what a patient spirit he enduied 
The contndirtion of a sinful race! 

PrecLpt on precept, line on line he gave, 

That '•hewed like sketches traced upon the sand, 

Bv the next billow ludcl} swept away 
(ineving, but not discouia^cd, he pursued 
His sacrid office, working to the 1 ord , 

And ni iny a seed i is* on the th uikks^ soil, 
lliuu^h stonniigly in \ iin, some siknt shower 
Of unnoticed nu) Iwm sink beneath 
I be birrui suifxct , caused it tluic to swell, 

And \tgetale, and bcui a ).okku crop, 
lo ghd the wondenn^ husbindmwi, and form 
\ down of joy in tlie gieat buvest day, 

11 )\\ < ft he i>h( ed him on the lowly couch, 

\ 1 1 u '•dr lit synipUhj to hear 

I 1 1 1 1 1 td querulous c^sca'^e , 

\f( tdK 1 tin pudiin^ bp, with gentle hand 
'\i| tlu M Id tlew drop horn tlie llirobbin^ biow, 
1 [ k( c the pi iiid eomfuit soon he led, 

W 1 I ilful wik, to that inspinUj^ theme 
^ In it Iweli witliin his heart, and lunged to iisr 
lo ving words to his persuasive tongue 
1J( told the sick man of u broken law, 

V ■Slid 111 nature, and ofleiided God, 

A tin one of judgment, and a scene of woe; 

Ditn bade him raise his drooping head and view 
Ihc cross on CaBary's mount, the Son of God 
Ih uing our countless sins upon the tree 
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In his own spotless body. ** Oh behold 
The thorns that rend Ilis brow ! the trickling tide 
That issues from Ilis hands and feet ; the sponge 
Of vinegar and gall, so rudely forced 
On Hit) pale quivering lip. Hark to the cry 
Wrung from the Father’s well-beloved Son, 

* My God, my God, hast thou forsaken me?’ 

Now mark the fountain opened in ilis side ; 

And hear Him by his Spirit calling thee 
To eleanse thy soul from each polluting stain, 

Ky bathing it in a Redeemer’s blood. 

What wilt thou give, to know thy pardon sealed 
In heaven, and an eternal crown thine own ? 

Alas ! my brother, thou hast nought to give ; 

Nor would ten thousand worlds suflice to buy 
One gleam of hope. Rchold, the gift is thine ! 
Rought at a price too great to be conceived, 

And frc( ly given. Ti^dievc, and thou art saved ; 
Repent ; thy &ius shall all be blotted out. 

Soon shall the soul-refreshing season come 
From God’s own presence, breathing peace and joy. 
Then to the sacred page he turned, and shewed 
Ilis high credentials; proved the message sent 
Fiom ilim whose footstool is the highest heaven, 
Down to the low abode of sinful man. 

Rut trusting not to all the eloquence 
Of men and angels, kneeling he besought 
A blessing on the word he had declared ; 

With demonstration of the Spirit’s power 
To rouse a sleeping sinner, new-create 
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A being born m guilt, and bear a aoul 
On faith’s strong pinion to the gates of heaven. 

Nor was his active ministry confined 
To the poor inmate of a cottage wall ; 

The lofty dome tiiat echoed to the notes 
Of levclry, has beard his mild reproof ; 

And painted folly in her mad career 
lias paused, to list the unai customed sound 
Of Gospel truth : has gazed in silent awe, 

On the smooth open brow, whcic (lod’s own seal 
Of inward peace was stamped so legibly, 

That mirth’s unthinking votaries would sigh, 

And envy what tliey could not comprehend. 

Twas lovely, to behold the bloom of morn, 

VV itli e\cniiig*s sweet solemnity eombined. 

Vice shiuiik nbaslud from looks ti at stdl piochuimd 

A \cnsc I unto lionoui, sanctihido 

And set njiait for the great Musli I’s use, 

Metlimks e’en now I see the daik trees wa\e. 
Shading liis modest church, where the long ciasN 
Bends to the wind, and decks the hollow ground 
That oft has echoed to his pensive tread. 

There re'^t the mouldering bodies that await 
Th’ ArcliangelS awful summons to arise 
And meet then pastor at the throne of God. 

I’ve known him dwell on the tremendous houi, 

Till tcais suffused his eyes, and bitter giief 

k2 
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Found vent in words ; he has condemned himself 
As an unfaithful steward, indolent, 

Unprofitable to his Lord, and meet 
For c\erlastiiig woe : — for some there were, 

Some burning biands he could not pluck away 
l-Vom SfttttiFs fires. He warned them oft, and long 
llesougiit them to be reconciled, and held 
The fearful doom of sinners to their view, 
liut all, nliib ! in vain : they mocked his care, 

And perished : Surely on their impious heads 
Ucsts tlieir own blood ; the watchman gave th* alarm, 
I'rom day to day admonished them ; and he 
Is clear, and shall be cleared before the world, 
lint many a naked, hungry, captive soul, 

(’lothcd, fed, delivered through his ministry, 

Shall bear a glorious witness in that hour; 

And many a willing cup his hand has given 

In n disci])lc*s numc,<>hall then receive 

A blessed rccoinpcnce — the crown of life 

Placed on his head ; the palm of victory 

That marks him more than conejueror through Christ, 

ho loved and comiuered for him, and the sound 
Of smiling welcome by the Judge proclaimed, 

“ VVell done thou good and faithful servant j come, 
Fntor with joy the kingdom of thy Lord," 

Ves, such a kingdom, sach a Joy there ib, 

As man's fond heart, with all its golden dreams 
Of pleasures unalloyed, could ne’er conceive. 

A kingdom where the elements of earth 
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Shall pass away, and all be made anew. 

No wave of trouble rolls upon the shore 
Of that celestial Canaan : Jordan posted, 

No other water but the sticain of life 
Greets the blest denizen : no sound of woe 
Floats on tlie balmy breath of heaven ; no tear 
The cheek delilcs ; no sorrow heaves the heart ; 

Nor pain nor death, can enter there, for sin, 

The black prolific parent of the race, 

Is slain ; and with her all her brood expire. 

Tlie temple of the Lord is o])eii Hung, 

The \eil is rent, and from llis luerey-seat 
Ilcanis forth the light inefTable that sheds 
Throughout that boundless realm eternal day. 

Then who, with rcasonS privilege endued 
To shun the greater ill and bear the less, 

And by a present momenlury pang 
The lasting of u bitter potion, gum 
Vniiumbcrcd years of ease and smiling health, 

Oh who would screen him from the strife of tongues, 
The little cloud of man’s contemptuous frown, 

The peevish hu filling of pigmy spite, 

Or ruder pelting of misfortune’s storm. 

Fierce, but coeval only with his breath, 

And leave his naked, helpless soul exposed 
’To the undying worm, and quenchless flume, 

Tlic fearful thunders of Jehovah’s wTalh, 

The blasting of the breath of Ilis displeasure, 

And withering glance, transfixing it in hell 1 
Go, ye who list, and barter endless joy 
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for the world’s harlot smile, that inly mocks 
The fool her painted blandishments allure 
(»o, stmt upon the crowded staeje, and turn 
An <>c of sroin, and shower tlu polished daiU 
Of rnlurnny and < nvy horn dislike , 

And sntenn^ pity, on the wiser fe w 
W ho wti! the pilgrim’s heart without his gjirb. 
And taking sih ntly their M ister’s cross, 

Hid yoiii \un lestin^ plice fuewell, nul seek 
A iiioie abiding city, founded sure, 

\V liose nchitcct is (^od O be it mine 
1 o follow, 111 the footsteps of the flock, 

To the (lood Shepheid s fold — Itis woid my light, 
Ills staff iny sole eh fence, Ills rod my guide, 

I orwaid I ])rcss to reaeh the glorious piizc, 

^oi lued the shadows of the darksome vale 

A lint of lustre streaks the distant hill. 

On that I gue, by that I shape my course, 

And tlieiugh death’s sullen portal inter\cne 
1 sill ink not, for the Lonl hath passed it thiough 
And Ufi the glo lining of his presence iheie 
Jn vain embattled hosts my path btstl, 

1 gild me 111 the armour of my God. 

His truth surrounds my loins, llis righteousness 
^ M Ids a firm brcast-plitc , Ills salvation shines 
An idamanlmc helm upon my head , 

Shod with the Gospel of Ills iieace, I step 
( ) el pointed thorns, and crush them T ven I 
C an dare a thousand foes, for He hath taught 
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My feeble hand to wield the Spirit's sword ; 

W hile weak as leaves that scatter the seared turf 
In till iiutiimnnl wood, the her} darts 
Innoxious fall; reeoihnij from the touch 
Of faith's broad shuKl, the} tremble and expire. 

() brii’ht reality of futuie bhss ! 

All else a shadow : though the llish will feel 
And shudder undcincath the probing knifi*, 

And dread tlu* hand that lop> tlie hrnb away, 

1 he spirit can rejoicing ny, “ K'eii so, 

Father ; for so it sceinetli good to tlu'c." 

The tear must trickle while remembrance wakes 
At every breath that sighs among the shades 
W here the soft echo to the loved one s voice 
Ucsponds no more ; but fuith can steal away 
The falling drops, and gild them with a smile. 
Amid those ancient trees, xvhosi^ stately lieads 
W iih dark, unhtoken, luidulutiiig line, 

Like mountain summits stielch along the sky, 

To giant growth altaitiiiig, brOwid bcn»atii. 

Rounding in leafy swell, thence tapering up 
In nature’s line of grace, the benuteuus curve, 
Rearing their equal tufts, and from above 
•fining in guardian majesl} to smile 
On the soft scene they shelter, a fond pair 
Of doves, embosomed in the verdant shade, 

Had built their nest, and warmed the young to life. 
W'e loved to mark the Turtle as he cheered 
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Ills mute with the soft cooing of his voice, 

Or took her station, and encouraged her 
To rove awhile beneath the morning sun, 

Soothing the little* ones till her return ; 

Then sallying forth to cull tlu plenteous spoil 
And satisfy their criumgs. One sad eve, 

When ranging oVr the neighl/nng fields, a shot, 
V\'inged by the hand of wanton inurder, jneived 
Ills harmless biciist, and stained Ins silver plumes 
With crimson spot; he felt the hand of deatli, 

Vet strained Ins fainting wing to reach his home. 
And fluUerotl o’er the tree, — then fell, and died. 
\Viih terrilicd surprise his mate beheld, 

And called liim with her loudest, sweetest tones, 
Ihit railed in vain ; then wheeling round tlic spot 
She ’lighted near, and gazed upon the corse. 

And pecked him with impatient agony ; 

Then to her nest returning, called again 
With piteous lanicutation ; came once more, 

And seemed to chide his strange indifference, 
Uiihoedful of her plaints. — It was a sight 
That might suffuse a stoic eye with tears, 

I bore the little victim from the spot. 

With silent sad foreboding, that the woe 
f)f such bereavement should eie long be mine. 

Too well I know the agonizing pang : 

Mine was a life of partings; I have wrung 
The very dregs of that most bitter cup, 
llcside the d} iiig bed, and on tlie shore 
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Of icns ill it voon should roll bctwitn ihe heirls 
1 Hiked in the bdiuK of lo\c i he list and best 
Is serveied now , but ne (r to be forjjot 
Uhile in Ihis bo«?om throbs one \iUl pulsi 
J oi slic Weis (raii^ht with iille sj mp-itli}, 

As p,enerous ind tuie is lu who wipt 

0 ( » pcrsLcnlcd l)i\id When tin woild, 
lilt tii klc woild, slid iioiii 111) leeblt ^risp, 

Viid h ft me lu ihiii., but the einptv name 

Of truiidship iiid ol futh, tin n she appeared, 

A tiower still blooniiii^ in the wilderness 
VMieii ill weu witlured lound , andsweeUrlir 
limn those th it shone so t'uy, and died so soon 
Slu boic with patient and forbcuiinp^ ]o\( 

11k trttfuliiess a wounded spirit shewed, 

And when in dark dcspondi in } L mounicd 
M) joys all blighted, mid m) hope cut off, 

N\ ith sweet lejiroof she ])ointcd ^ the cross, 

AikI told im of the loid, who fiedy gave 
Ills own, Ills only Son, to die foi me, 

A costly pledge tint Ho would ne'er withhold 
Aught of iiih rioi blessing. He it was 

ho now with Ills mysteiious hand prepared 
A pathway strewed with thorns, yet opening 
On endless life, and e\ci lasting pence. 

1 low oft she taught my stubborn will to bow, 
And kiss the rod I murmured at before * 

She cheered the gloominess of sonow's night. 
Pure, mild, and soothing as the lunar ray 
I rested in that light, till I forgot 
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It was but borrowed from the glorious Sim 
Of Righteousness, and soon to be withdrawn ; 
The sooner that 1 prized it over-much. 

For He who calls himself a jealous God, 

Will brook no rival in his creature's heart. 

I made an idol of the staff He lent, 

And half o'erlookcd the donor in tlie gift; 
Therefore tlic Lord resumed it for awhile, 

Rut not for ever. — When tlicse mortal frames, 
Dissolved in dust, shall rise all spiritual. 

And this now earthly bear the heavenly stamp, 
The love of (iod supreme pervading all, 

And in celestial harmony combined 

One note of triumph breathe from every soul, 

O then the kindred .spirits shall unite 
In the sweet task of all-adoring praise. 

And wondering contemplation of the work 
That saved, and purified, and brought them there. 
Recounting oft their trials, and the tears 
By GoJ’m own hand for ever wiped away. 

Then shall it be perceived how merciful 
Was every stroke of his chastising scourge; • 

And still new hallelujahs shall succeed 
Each retrospect of that amazing plan — 

The ransom, the salvation of a soul. 

It was the very bitterness of death 
To part with such a friend, and wander on 
This long and weary pilgrimage alone. 

What will the rapture be to meet again, 

Glorious immortal spirits, freed from sin, 
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To die no more — to weep — to pari no more 
liut dwell for ever with the I.ord our God ! 

Welcome Ihou soft and inobtrusivc orb. 

Whose silent ])ucc hath stolen unperceived 
Upon my musing hours. The sun has dipped 
Ills golden wheel beneath the main, thal hives 
The rocky base of yonder western lull, 
fusion from henoo, but not unheard at eve, 

W hen stronger breezes curl the rippling tides, 

Ai.d bid their deep and measured murmur break 
On nature’s sleeping pause: a solemn dirge, 

Well suited to the scene, and most to me. 

And now it swells, and now it falls again ; 

While zephyr freshened by the briny wave 
Her jmssiiig wing hath brushed, salutes the trees 

ith rougher play, and heaves the Ic 'ly boughs 
In mimic billows — there the sliifting ray 
Steals through the moving foliage, and adorns 
\\ iili frosted silver half the sod beneatli ; 

Hut pours a broad unbroken stream of light 
O’er the parterre, and sparkles on the leaves 
Of polislied laurel, and the thousand gems 
Of glittering Jews, that bathe the sleeping flowers. 

How pleasant is the modest lamp of night, 

In brightness walking, to the sorrowing eyes 
Of friends by fate and distance severed far. 

Still meeting on her orb, as on a point 
Of common union — happier, if their souls 
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Meet at the ever beaming theme of grace. 

In the sweet harmony of praise and prayer- 
Nor rolling years, nor widening space, affect 
The tic tlmt centres there : thougli death himself 
Should intervene, his stern, divorcing grasp 
May from its kindred body rend the soul, 

Hill cannot touch the consecrated bond 
Tliat links believing spirits ; one m Christ. 

I do but linger here my little day 
Of fading life, to gaze upon the scenes 
Once voeal to the voice I loved, now wrapt 
Jn deep sepulchral silence ; yet they smile, 

And yet display the handy-work of Ood, 

And call on me to lend the longue of praise 
To their inuto adoration. 13c it mine 
To work my Muster’s will \vhile day endures, 

And pcacefully^beneath the darkening shade 
Of night, compose me, till the welcome voice, 

The Jliidegroom’s call, breaks on niy listening ear, 
“ 13ehold T come I" O may my soul respond 
The glad ‘‘ Amen. Lord Jesus, quickly come !” 


TIIR IVY. 

O DEEM not, while my pensive eye 
Dwells upon yonder ruined towers, 
That sorrow breathes the rising sigh, 
Or memory pines o’er fairer bowers. 
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I love the wild uncultured scene, 

The broken arch, the crumbling stone, 

The graceful vest of Ivy green, 

O’er yon grey wail so liglnly thrown : 

And if frotu rndo unhallowed mirth, 
r'loiu '»vvclling pride, thy heart be free, 
Rest on this mound of sacred earth, 

And ponder oVr the scene with me- 

Recal the tlays of other years, 

When feudal power un vanquished trod, 
And where tlic browsing kid appears 
The pampered war-horse shook the sod. 

\\ hen turrets high, and banners gay, 
O'crlookM the stream th.-^* murmurs by, 
And sculptured roofs, long passed away, 
Rang to the notes of revelry. 

Hut when tlic neighbouring tombs had closed 
Above the bold, the gay, ♦he fair, 

\\ hen in these vaults the bat reposed, 

And time had pressed his signet there ; 

\\ hen all ^vas desolate and mute, 

And human step the dwelling ded, 
Appeared yon Ivy's infant shoot, 

And slowly reared its hermit head. 
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Unscathed by frosts of winter keen, 
Unharmed by summer’s parching ray, 

Robed in unfading, changeless green, 

The silent guest pursued its way. 

And oh that rich luxuriant wreath, 

Crowning in solemn grace the tower, 

Blooming on high, while low beneath 

Are strewed the wrecks of fame and power ! 

Those hbrou.s arms, with strong embrace, 
Support the crumbling wall they bind ; 

And can St thou no resemblance trace 
To cheer the Christian’s pensive mind ? 

Yes; — so when mortal liope is lied. 

When earthly bulwarks ruined lie, 

Triumphant Fpith uprears her head, 

Glorying in man’s infirmity. 


THR HYACINTH ROOTS. 

Hlaltu and peace await my friend 1 
J-.et her prize the gift I send, 

Where, beneath a mystic veil, 

Stands impressed a glorious tale, 
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Craven by tli* eternal bniid^ 

When tills shapeless mass it spanned, 
And the Spirit, breathing warm. 

Charmed creation into form, 

Through the realm of ancient night 
Glanced, and lo, the world had light: 
Yonder vault of azure spread, 

Poured the waves in ocean's bed, 
liaised the inouiilain, smoothed the plain, 
Clotlicd the forest, waved the grain, 

Hung the kindling lamp of daj', 

Rolled the planets on their way, 

Brought from dust the living birtli, 
Peopling ocean, air, and earth, 

BrcathcMl a blessing through the whole, 
But gave to man u deathless soul. 

(llorious work I stupendous love ! 
\\'onder of the ho^ts ab^ve. 

Ah, how tiuickly entered in 
Sin by man, and death by sin ! 

God’s all -gracious purpose cross’d, 

Karth is curs’d, and heaven is lost. 

( ’heer me not, for I will weep 
O’er the wreck so vast and deep ; 

Sorrow, shame, and cruelty. 

Stalk abroad with ruthless eye. 

Man, a blind and willing prey, 

Bends his soul to Satan’s sway : 
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Life but liovers o’er the tomb, 

All within is silent gloom, 

All beyond is dark despair, 

Wrath and vengeance triumph there. 

Oh, my friend, how many a time 
We have mournod for Adam’s crime ; 
While oiir hearts have warred within, 
Captives to the law of sin ; 

Or the j)nng of mortal woe 
Caused the bitter tear to flow ; 

Or disease, with labouring breath, 
Bowed us nigh the gates of death. 

We have felt the daik controul, 

Isden blighted in tlie soul. 

Weep no more — a blaze of light 
Buists upon this tenfold night. 

In a word the tale is said, 

“ Christ is risen from the dead.” 
Christ hath suffered — all is done, 
Christ is risen — all is won. 

Now my simple gift behold, 
Hugged garbs the gems enfold : 
Shapeless and uncouth to view, 
Earthy, and decaying too. 

Bury them in kindred dust, 

Yet with patience nait and trust : 
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Soon a lovely form shall rise. 
Tending upward to the skies; 

Not a Irnre shall there remain 
Of deformity or stain ; 

In majestic beauty standing. 

To the noontide blaze expanding, 
Bathed in heaven’s nectiircous dcw«, 
< blowing in relestial hues, 
ilobed by woikmnnship divine, 

— ’Tis thy prototyjje and mine. 
l.et us sotk supplies of grace. 

Let us run the heavenly race. 

Let us yield our fleeting breath. 
Smiling on the shaft of death, 

Let llicse mortal frames decay, 

And our memory fade away ; 

Ohrist IS risen — \%e shall rise. 
Flowers to bloom m I'aradisc. 


TUB WINTER ROSE. 

Hail, and farewell, thou lovely guest, 
I may not woo thy stay, 

The hues that paint thy blushing vest 
Arc fading fast away. 

Like the retiring tints that die 
At evening from the western sky. 

And melt in misty grey. 



146 


The morning sun thy beauties hailed. 

Fresh from their mossy cell. 

At eve his beam, in sorrow veiled, 

Bode thee a sad farewell : 

To-morrow's ray shall gild the spot 
Where loosened from their fairy knot 
The withering petals fell. 

Alas ! on thy forsaken stem 
My heart shall long recline. 

And mourn the transitory gem, 

And make the story mine : 

So on my joyless wintry hour 
Hath oped some bright and fragrant flower, 
With tints as soft as thine. 

Like thee the vision came and went, 
l^ike thee it bloomed and fell, 

In momentary pity sent 
Of fairer climes to tell. 

So frail its form, so short its slay, 

That nought the lingering heart could say, 
But hail, and fare thee well I 
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THE EVENING PRIMUOSE. 

Flower of eve, the sun is sinking 
Far beneath the western main. 
Thirsty shrubs the night dews drinking. 
Moon-beams stealing o’er the plain. 
Stars are trembling through the sky, 
Flower of evening, ope thine eye. 

Now with bending heads the roses 
Slumber in their perfumed bower, 

Not a bud its leaf discloses 
To salute the silent hour. 

Not an eye is near but mine. 

Watching to encounter thine. 

f iem of eve, 1 love to vjgw thc^e. 

While ihy velvet petals spread. 
Tearfully my looks pursue thee 
As thou rcar’st thy golden head ; 
Sleep may rest on other eyes. 

Ours shall commune with the skies. 

Praise to Him w^ho fixed His dwelling 
Unapproachable in light ! 

Now the lofty tale is telling 

Through the spangled vault of night ; 
Speech nor language issues thence. 

All is silent eloquence. 

L 
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Every star confirms the story, 

Every bending flower agrees, 
Solomon, in all his glory, 

Was not robed like one of these ; 
Those Jehovali’s power express, 
(ilorious, awful, numberless. 

Eo, in ceaseless praise the ocean 
Lifts his voice and hands on high, 
Ilreathes the hymn in calm devotion, 

Or in thunder greets the sky. 

With creation rose the song, 

Oestined to endure us long. 

Wliilc the speaking scene around me 
Tells of one stupendous plan, 
W'onder, fear, and shame confound me, 
As I utter What is man ! 

Glory, honour, wreath a brow, 

Flower of eve, as frail as thou. 

Y et, beneath the glance of morning 
Fading, thou’lt for ever die ; 

1, to kindred earth returning. 

Then commence eternity : 

Thou must fall, but 1 shall rise 
Denizen of yonder skies. 

May my spirit rest confiding 
In the hand that nurtured thee ; 
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And for thy short span providing 
Formed thee to admonish me. 
Graving on the fiailest dower 
Such a tale of love and power. 


THE VALLISNEUTA 

“ OiFSPiiiNG of the waters, loll 
what undiscovered spell 
Thou art t.iught unmo\cd to rest 
On the wave’s inconstont breast^ 

When the rivtiS gushing tide, 
llibiiig high, and ranging wide. 

Threats with ovei whelming force 
All that meets hci headlong, course. 

Still appears thy fragile Jfcad, 

Still thy flowers the wave o'erspread. 
Though the stream be sucked away 
lly the summer’s thirsty ray. 

Till the meadow’s children round 
W ithei on the parching ground. 

Yet thy peaceful cheek I hnd 
On its liquid couch reclined ; — 

Whence the charm, concealed and strange. 
Suiting Ihtfe to every change V* 

Lady, lie who bade us dwell 
Where the troubled waters swell. 
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Lent OUT stem a spiral power, 
Piecious in the needful hour. 

Though to earth our root be given, 
Still we fiv our view on heaven 
W hen the tides begin to rise, 

INctrei wo approach the skies — 

I low can vvateis overflow, 

II the Lord suppoit bestow^ 

‘ A'> the rollinij floods retiic, 
Slowly coils the living wire , 

Still conli acting while we sink 
I ai bcut'ith the grassy bunk. 

All nnTno\ od our heads can rest 
On the. sticnmlct’s shallow bie ist 
J ady, how c in we be diy. 

If tlie r ord our need supply 
« 

‘ 1 avoiircd flow ret, from my heart 
Nevci m ly the lesson part ! 

Nt ti shill thrcit'ning waves of woo 
O ei the humble Christian flow , 

<>od can bid the storm be still. 

Or inipait the needful skill, 

Tn confldnig strength to ride 
Buo'vant on the furious tide 
— Ncitr shall the sticams of grace 
Pail, in then appointed place, 

\Vhile, itlying on llis word, 

Man undoubting tiusts the Lord* ' 
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rORGET-ME-NOT. 

1 01 < FT me not, fiicnd of my choice, 

W hen mute is the bieith of my sigh, 

\nd sihiit the tones of this liemulous voice, 

And (luonched the faint beam of the eye , 

NM (11 the /ei;h>r, now fuming my chiek, 

Sh ill wave the long grasa o'er my liead, 

Xml inoiii 111 hci blushes unhoulmgl) sticak. 
riic sullen ibodo of the dead. 

Oil for I not this n/uic C}od flower 
Ml ill M.I thy rtnieinbuncer bt, 
sinli lift Its intck held fiom the moss of thy bower, 
And look like i vestige of me. 

[\)\ s 111 will unconsuously pnze 
lliL ditain tint \^as soothing to mine, 

And i weed ol ihf wddeincss fur m these eyes 
\\ ill t \ci be lovi ly to tliinc. 

How ily with ddicatc blue 
Thi'i inf lilt of natuie is graced, 

How tenderly marked, yet how equal and true, 

• Ihc lines on its sinfarc are tiaced ^ 
r/cn so in thy bo'soin shall blend 
Renienibiancc with ling’iing regret, 

W hen the flowci shall lecal the pale shade of thv friend, 
And whisper thee not to forget. 
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Thp Missionary, Wor rr, mot at Joruaalom with somo 
Jews, who oamc fiom Poland to dio there One ot 
tUoin said to him, “ ft is not jdia^ant now to hu in 
Palestine, hut it is plr isant to die in this land, and nil of 
us horr have conn to die ni the land oj hrm I ” 


ItiTi RNfM. from a stnngor land, 
come a feeble, nged bind, 

To lint^ei out life’s fuhng houis 
(lestide our ruined Sili m’s tovx is , 

^Miere once cxulliuj, niMi ids trod 
To throng the fiiK of Juddi s (lod, 

NV ith trembling pact hir ixihs < ucp, 
l^caii on the way-woin stafl, ind weep 

The spicy breath of Lebanon 
Oui welcome sighs, and pisscs on , 

We stand on ()b\cl^ ascent, 

V\ here royal David weeping went 
Behold yon spot, profaned by foes, 

’Twas tbeie our beauteous Temple rose , 
But not a vestige, not a stone, 

Tells will re Jehovah's dwelling shone ! 

Unmeet It were for us to dwell 
Where Paynini hymns through /ion swell 
And day by day, with callous eye, 

Dart on bti faded majesty , 
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And \iew the porgeous Mosque uriac, 

W here bla/’d her huhc«*t Mcriluc. 

Iknruth the ( icsccnt*s iin[)inub pride 
Tt IS not intLt that wc abide 

But ul), how piraiaiit ’tis to dit 
Whtu iMatl's min'd glories lie! 

How sweet to bid h(i (hilditii's bones 
Blend with the dust of Salem’s stones! 

Iki’s IS the mould buie ith them s])u*ad, 

\iid iier's the sod abeni tlidi luiuh 
I (11 th( cold woim, with shni) roil, 

Fs wcleonie, bud m Judah’s soil. 

Soon shall thc^c wc iry frame s of oura 
Dissobe hkt Sileni'. i lumbling towns , 

Hci outi 1st tubes no longei conn 
I o ^lei t lu r as their hallowed home, 

But s idl> joy to lay then head 
BrncUh lur Iocs' iiiMiUmg head, 
lo tall by h(i they could not save. 

Their gloiy onec, and now their giavc! 

Say, ( hnstian, can'st thou hear that plaintive strain 
Bieathr o’er Judea's desolated plain , 

U hile the ^ad TmIos, worn willi age and wo(, 

V\ itli faulleiing step, and swelling bosom go; 

W heir erst, descending from the Olive steep, 

One mightier far than David paus’d to weep ^ 
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() tan St thou heir, nor a<.k an eagle’s wing, 

An angtl’s tongue, the tale of pc ice to bung’ 

I lom the high mount to send the joyful word, 

“ O comfort ye m> pr opit, •^mth the 1 ord 
Say not, thou ticmbling one, that I am gone, 

That all iny loving mtu les are withdrawn 
\\ Int niollur can foi get the infant, press’d 
In h(.lpUs«»ne''S to hci supporting breast’ 

She may forget him, smiling on her knee. 

But I, th« Lord, will yet remember tluo* 

Still in my sight the mighty Bulw iik stinds, 

And still thy nime is gnven on iny hinds 

lut though from age to age the bittir diiught 
Of wrath unmix’d thy quiveiin^ lip hilli qiufTM, 
*Twas Sm < xpo*' cl tluc to tint wnth divine — 

M> ways iie sli n Jit— but bow unequ il thine * 

I)i \w luai, my people, with yoin M ikcr plead , 
I’loduce voiir ciust, iiid viiiditate the deed , 
lUtiare tlic gloomy wihleiness of lime, 

Haise tlu dun veil, and contemplate youi crime. 

1 0 ' 111 the centre of von s( oflin^ eiew, 

Say vvlut Mijcstu \ leliin mu Is the view ’ 

() fools and blind ! ye riisc the muid’ioub knife 
Against tlic Son of God, the I ord of Lih , 

The promis’d ISince, the >imoui of your line, 

The Branch of Jesse \ root, Me ssi di. King Divine ! 
A Mail of woes, r'^jtcted ind unknown, 

Piess’d by a v^ eight of sms, but not his own. 
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(>uiltlcss and uncondemnM the Suft’rcr sjt.iud", 

Mute as the sheep beneath hei spoilt r\ Imnds. 

Turn to the iccord‘ of jour ancient ^'ui, 

Th( shadow there behold — the substame here, 
in \ mu — the heart is hardenM, clos'd the c}e, 

And lie— the >cr> Taschal Lamb — nui‘'t dit 1 
Iluik to the iiupoit of that fearful strain, — 

* ws and on ow tau 11 n blood ttinain 

Tin \^oid I past— the awful doom is gi\cn 1 

\ii(l J^iac I daiuis uccurs’d before the (lod of Ileav'n t 

() iliou afllulcd, wotn, and tompf«t-toss’d, 

I low hath my thund’ring scouigt thy path-wa^ cro^^s'd * 
ilungi) and wr u}, desolate and sid, 

I cd witli luy lui}, by my \engcuncc ilid, 

\ Ktiin of inorlviiig hope and fruitless lod, 

TIk s( oni of n itions and the people's spoil , 

NMuic’ci thy wamriin^ het a'-s.w to [ass, 
llu ticld IS lion, and the sk} is bi is*». 
lIiL beauteous hind, thy gloiy and delight, 
l)( \ouiM b> Pag ui foes beloie thy sight ! 

Put deepei woes thy lunted soul lialli kr own, 

Th\ con^^ricncf scal’d with fire, thy iieait a stone 
Ihino e\c is daik beneath the day-beaiirs bla/e, 

Thine ear is ilcatcu’d to the song of praise , 

Th} back is bowed, thy lible is a snare , 

Th\ pitty a sin, thy hope dcspaii ! 


Isaiah hit 
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“And will the Lord of Mercy ne’er forgive^" 

Oh turn to me, my people, turn and li\e' 

My Israel, turn I thy murder’d Lord survey, 

J rend the veil, and wash thy guilt away 

My own, my lan^omed Judah, doomed to pro\e 

A moment’s wrath, and everlasting love! 

I, even I, will wipe thy streaming tears, 

And raise thy diooping head, and dissipate thy fears. 

I am thy God — thy Husband— thou art mine , 

Thy ^loi) sh ill return — arise, and shine * 

I lom burning fljimcs thv life do I icdecin, 

My hand upholds thee, through the swelling stremi 

Ihy darkest night with noontide splendour glows, 

Thy howling desert blossoms is the rosi 

rhttiikbgiving, and the voice of melody, 

Buist from thy lip, and crlio tluouj,h the sky, 

Ah, /lou bound, thy horaewird footsteps trcid, 

W ith oerlastmg joy upon thy he id * 

< 

Thou wert a chosen \ me, supremely fur, 

IMiud by my hand and nouiished by mj care 
With watchful lose I built a foitre«s round, 
ncam’d on thj head, and fcrtili/ d the ground , 

But baricn, wild, unpiotiltble still. 

No ripening fruit rejiaid my patient skill. 

Til wrath I turned, and smote thy spreading boughs, 
Gave the wild cattle on tby leaves to browse. 

On thy bare trunk my storms and tempests hurled, 

A monument of vengeanec to the world ’ 
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l)ut 1 Will (^raft thee with a nobler shoot, 

And with ht*avcn*s dews revive thy fainting root ; 
The wondering nations in thy shade shall meet, 

To qualf the streams that murmur at thy feet ; 

Thy Moon the brightness of the Sun display, 

\\ hile sevenfold lustre gilds the solar ray ; 

And thou, far lovelier, dearer than before, 

IVneiith Jehovah’s smile shall bloom for evermore. 
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THOUGHTS AT NIGHT. 


() TifoiT, whose piercing L,lan(e pt,i\acles 
Th< iioon-tulc bhpe, the miclnight shades, 
Fncoinp XSSI lift the path I tread, 

Honcxlh the chcertiil beam of day, 

And watrhinft oVr my loiulv bed, 

W ith broad dhtrcal buckler spicad 
To than each lurkin^ to( away; 

T ord of my life! be with me now 
M bile sleep forsakes ray throbbing brow, 
And in rcbibtless billows lost, 

IVIy weai} soul bccms tempest-toss'd. 

Be with me now . for thou hast been 
Mv guard through csory chequered scene, 
^\he^e memoiy lingers >et and weeps 



O'er lhe wild ma 2 e my feet have trod, 
And still her faithful record keeps 
Of deepening dells, and toilsome steeps, 
And storms that drove me to my God. 
Beneath a strange and fearful lot 
My blindcil spirit saw thee not : 

1 deemed it harsh to dush awny 
The brimming cup of earthly joy. 

And on the bloom of life’s young May 
Bid the remorseless whirlwinds play 
To ravage and destroy. 

C'ouk.1 this bo love? to bid me know 
Tile very bitterness of >voe, 

To lead me in a desert path, 

Dark with the deepest frowns of wrath. 
To rend the bosom’*> dearest ties, 

To hide me from the kindred eyes 
With tenderness and pit^ beaming; 

No smile of sympathy to cheer, 

No gentle hand to dry the tear. 

Of solitary anguish streaming; 

(Jr, if a gleam of mercy shone 
In mortal mould, how quickly gone ! 

A meteor on the midnight sky, 

Just born to glimmer and to die ; 

W Idle years of sorrow sadly told, 

Still gathered blackness as they rolled. 
Could it he love that thus o’ercast 
The glow of nature where I passed. 
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And with m icy frown repress'd 
Each joyous throb that warmed my breast , 
T hngin^ a stern untimdy blight 
On all th( blossoms of delight^ 

Yes, It w IS lo\c — J hou, T oid, weit neai 
To treasuTt up e ich secret tcai. 

And on the soft< nc d lieart engrave 
A lesson to reel iim and su'ie 
My cvcij tiilhlv prop o'dtlnown, 

1 le lined to rtst on thee alone , 

And ohj tin hope, tin joy, the pc ice. 

Thy lo\c upon my path hath sited. 

Since thou h ist bide my <loubting ceisc. 
And diictl tlu tear, and laised tin head 
llic cloud, the tfinpest, still endure, 

And w niing (leinonb en^igr, 

Hut on S ilv ition s Uoek secure 
I smile upon their ftf ble la^c , 

Eoi oh, my L ord * I know thoc now , — 
The bl 1 st may lush, the billow rive. 

Hut who c in h iim the soul which thou 
Art swift to hcai, and strong to sa\e ’ 

Tlu ncoids of ihy pi iisi unfuld 
Thy lo\c ami f iilhfulncsb of old , 

I irmor than gnnt rocks, tli it shoot 
Through earth then idainnntim root, 

Thy truth and thy redeeming grace 
l^nchanged, unchangeably abide, 

And thou btt<*t sworn thou wdt not clmcc 
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coiiiriu sinnci fiom tlu plact 
Of s ifi ty by tliv side 
] ct raiihl) lojnforl's fftbic la) 

L,ikb shooling btars, to d iikntss t dt 
Hut thou — the fount of € tidl«.<t<» du). 

My biMoui, thou nit all in dl 
And siiKL th) siMu^lKnllh I know 
f would not b( ml to inoit d woe 
I rom iibin^ h iis, tliti fun would bluhi 
I hr iiionn nt •> )k t< t , oh ^et nu lie ^ 
h> liould y>ii p d( dt 1 unp of in ht 
1 iiut ^hn on ill m t snnu i i im 
Ami bi *1111 up I im fn iii il n 
I hi tnU ot piovukntnl lo\f 
i i 111 we 11 b hci w inn v, < ib mow 
I iediiits It vMtli c \lianstli ss rn>f 
\m I t^uidiiiu, with dll < tion trin 
I pon her p itldi s \v ty 
h> should I turn a su ki illi ^ 

I I in stems ih\ b t i U ous is dt < k ' 
Ihi mils of piistim in ijr 

\ ct lin^i iin^ on c n itn n s wif < k 
While dl tli^ woik'» bispi il lh> pi use, 

Tis meet a tli nikfid son^ to i us< 
lis meet, (J I ord, to « ist iii\ c u 
On tlur, who wilt the 1 nh n b( ir, 

Vnd own tiu ills I now sui\cv» 

Sufhiifciil to tin pis*.|ii^ d 
And should i d iiku s« isoii I an 



162 


And fifrcor storms upon me bursty 
1 trust thy love, I Imsl tliy power, 
To answer in that hclpkss hour, 

Tlie hop( thy promise nursed. 


1 11 1 I N t> 


J OtQiictf, Frinlti, 1il lilt Striti 



Till- KOLLOWINd WORKS, 

By Elizaubtii, 

Have lutcly Ix'cii reprinted und publislied h\ 
JAMES N IS BET and ‘21, Benifrs Street. 


1. I)ER11\ . u Tide (»f th»‘ Revolution. Sixth Edition, 

iJriMi,, «}•)., iitMt cloth iMMith diiil Ictlcmh ami eiiitchcd wllli 
* Ijcaiilifiil vmiraviii!' (•! <'ATiiB[>HU. 

iiiiti h-\.(liitil iiieiiit, ('hirltUtf Kli/.ibcih. had pruiiiii-iii om* 
yl (III iiion rcailahl' bouki v%v have iiiiinlL’rit oiii>*elvi*«' wllh Ihii 
Uiiii; tiiiK. Ill llu' iiuMiidiiic x%i n • oiiiinorMl * Deiry* ad milinatiiik> 
ui'^tnutoc, . 0 x 1 niti ii'Miiie, ica<liiii< to all xO'mI ProltrBiaii(<i, lor it is 
.vnlU'ii >M(li Chroiiioi teoliun;, talaiil, .nxl i>ooil hcdho.'’- ('hriutian 
t'.jmmincr . 

“The whole tone of thi- wofk ts wutthy or the name It besfis anU 
the M’lMu'd It (Iclineali'h, anil we cannut t>ive it hiftlirr praiac; every 
p.iifc <li«p>a>'4 the niiblinie 'ipcclacle ol ChiisiiAii principle einbuilM 
in till Iiviid; ie.ili(ii.«< o( ('hrt3li.iii comliiet."-- /Vpn^feriari Heviitw. 

•2. The IKKMvITE un Irish Story. DedienttM, l»y 
|iM lMi‘<■lol1, to Loril Muiino.imlioni. Thii>*l'^1ioon. Ittiiio., 4)^*** 5»- , 
III' ith 'liiiu' lip III c|i>lh linnMls and lelti red. 


M 1/HAM: a Mcxichh Tale ; and other Pocnj it. l‘2ii)o., 

jiiut d-. huard". 

“ li will truly rtward an atlriitivr pcruuHl. CharacU'i, mpmally 
S|.,iii|.ih (harartcr, )•» adinirabty drawn, and every statement and 
I \i i^ .lliio|iatioii IS made lubnervani to the crosi/'— /i’. Magazine^ 

h IMiRSh^VERANCE : or, Waltkr and hix LirrLB 

Si H*ooi , Tilird Kditinri, 18 ino., price 

RACirEL ; a Tale. .Second. Edit. ISino., piiec Is. dd. 

li The NET of Mil.MONs. or lh(‘ Je\v Boy. n‘2iiio., 
pi III t\^ II pence. 



LATELY PUBLISHED, BY JAMES NISBET AND (N) 
Ai tJielr Select Theoloqicnl Chfulating Libra) 

*il, Beriters Mrirt. 


THE LI8TENi:U. By TAROLINE FRY Eigrn., 

Edition, 111 i\to vols. foolicap 8vo., 10s doili boards iiid KthurJ 

AfWf by the same Anlhari 

SCRIPTURE READERS GUIDE to tho Devotioml 
Use of t'lo iStiipiiiris* Jhiiiceiitli Edil.ori, l8nio. ui 
neatly half bound and Ictteird. 

Sf’RIPTT/RK PRINCIPLES of KDUCATIOV. Iumtl, * 

Ldilioii, ISino ‘is Qd lu ttly liiU bound 'ind Uiu ud 

PASTORU. SUPLRINTENDENCL: jU M0TI\ I., 
itsDKlAILS nd ih SlPPOIll lly Hu Re\ AIIWNDHI 
DALLAS, M. A« riiiplain to tin fiOid Ilinliop ot \\ mrlu stt i, i d 
Hcctocof Wonston, 11 lilts PosiH\o Us dollibiiid iiidUltHMi 

Tllli ANGELH LODGED with VBUMI \M, niitl llu, 
DESlllUOriON ol SODOM, and tiu FLIClli ot LOl, ..r 
Medilattons on tho RijUltenlh (Miaptn ot (iiiusis Iiiiislitnt 
fiuui tlu Pieneli. 16ni > 3s. 01 in doth IdimU uidliUiKd 

THE EXILE FROM EDI V Mtditdlumson tl i lliml 

ClnpKr ot (itnosis, wnh I m dud Di\( I ipniLii By 1 
BONN El, “ Aiithoi ut *' llu 1 iniii> ot Hdlitii). lim In* i 
from the Fk m h by llu Kiv Wiiium IIaiu 1 oi Isi ip hno i 
cloth bonds and I iti red 

TIIEFAMITAOr BETIIVW m, Mi ilitatioim ..n (1 

FIcvi iilli rii ipli I ot llu (lospd icciiliii^ t) M 1 lin L IL \ 

Ni I , I lie oiu> ot llu ( li n I iiiis ollhi rinu II ( I ii^,rt ilu ii iii I 
(Ion Inns' itid liom Hu Fundi, b\ theli msh i ut “ Mdlmti i 
on tilt Histoiv of Tle/ikiah ” U iili in iiiiiodi i ni) I, si\ i)\ h 
H tv lluiiiUitiM, Gill Ilf ot Si. MiryN, ]) d tin 1 i.liili i 
Hull, loolsi ip bvo. 5s, il III bonds aid UlUitd 

“ llu most Liirlitntini; voIiiiim >1 (lu kind lint wi mi ii| i m i 
We nri biouftlil into tlu bosom ot lu fimily ol Bi llmu in t wn 
that nidus ns fulas llioush wc p«isondl> kii sa Hu indiMilml 
and pirtKipitid in tlu S lonctinn.' 7 zdv y Mmia-nu 

THE R ETHOS PLOT; or, a Rouw ol PiomiI ut il 
idirctes, with Anicdotis of \ iriou riiuiciirs, mi in Ail r i 
Naval fleets. Ds Aliquis, foiroeily i Liiiiti ii mt in Hu E \ 
Navy, and nosv a MlnuUt in the Fstiblivuil ('bur b Sistiitn d 
Edition, Tiiiio 5« clolb bonds and leiterid 

Usfiyhv thi sutjK Aafboi, 

KVENIKO MEDITATIONS, oi, a Serit-t of lUfld 
tlons on various pussagts ol Holy Scriptuii ind Sniptm d Poe is 
for every Day in Inc Yi ir,as a Coiiiptiiiun to Morning Mnlii itiuns 
13ino. 5s* cloth tmauls and lettered 






